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i Ma. Gresham, a Bristol merchant, who had, by; ho- 
nowafele industry and economy, accumul ated a consider- 
able fortune, retired from business to a new house, which 
he had built upon the Downs, near Clifton. Mr. Gre- 
sham, however, did not imagine, that a new house, alone, 
could make him happy : he did not propose to live in 
idleness and extravagance ; for such a life would have 
been equally incompatible with his habits and his prin- 
ciples. He was fond of children, and as he had no sons, 
he determined to adopt one of his relations. He had 
two nephews, and he invited both of them to his house, 
that he might have an opportunity of judging of their 
f dispositions, and of the habit? which they had acquired. 
Hal and Benjamin, Mr, Gresham's nephews, were 
about ten years old ; they had been educated very differ- 
ently : Hal was the son of the elder branch of the fami- 
ly; his father was a gentleman, who spent rather more 
than he could afford; and Hal, from the example of the 
servants in his father's family, with whom he had passed 
f, the first years of his childhood, learned to waste more of 
r~ every thing than he used. He had been told, that • gentle- 
cr men should be above being careful and saving ;' and he 
--had unfortunately imbibed a notion, that extravagance 
j-is the sign of a generous, and economy of an avaricious 
^disposition. 

J^ Benjamin,* on the contrary, had been taught habits of 

r^ care and foresight ; his father had but a very small for- 

, tune, and was anxious, that his son should early learn, 

|T that economy insures independence, and sometimes puts 

'J it in the power of those, who are not very rich, to be very 

V generous. 

The morning after these two boys arrived at their un- 
cle's, they were eager to see all the rooms in the house. 

* Benjamin, to tailed, from Dr. Benjaram FranWint 
A 2 , - 
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*nM* .&*0&am acc©^s|ajedjthen^ and attended to thein 
remarks, and exclamations/ ' * **v*« 

4 O ! what an exrenWHn«tto^-^<&im*dBpn, wbeo 
he read the following Words* whkh were writtenih larfce I 
characters, over the chimney-piece, in his uncle's spa- 
cious kitchen — 

WASTE NOT, WANT NOT. 

•Waste not, want not!' repeated his cousin' Hal, ir 
rather a contemptuous tone ; — ' I think it looks stingy t« 
servants; and no gentleman's servants, cooks especially 
would like to have such a mean motto always staring, 
them in the face.' 

Ben, who was not so conversant as his cousin in tin 
ways of cooks and gentlemen's servants, made no repl; 
to these observations. 

Mr. Gresham was called away whilst his nephew* 
were looking at the other rooms in the house. Sonv 
time afterwards, he heard their voices in the hall. 

4 Boys,' said he, * what are you doing there?' 

* Nothing, Sir/ said Hal ; ' you were called away fror 
us; and we did not know which way to go/ 

' And have you nothing to do?' said Mr. Gresham. 

4 No, Sir ! nothing/ answered Hal, in a careless tow- 
like one who was well content with the state of habitue 
idleness. 

' No, Sir, nothing !' replied Ben, in a voice of laments 
tion. 

' Come/ said Mr. Gresham, « if you have nothing 1 to 
do, lads, will you unpack these two parcels for me ?' 

The two parcels were exactly alike, both of them we 1 ! 
tied up with good whip-cord. — Ben took his parcel tof. 
table, and, after breaking of! the sealing-wax, began care- 
fully to examine the knot, and then to untie it. Hal stoo' 
still, exactly in the spot where the parcel was put int« 
his hands, and tried first at one corner, and then at ar 
other, to pull the string off by force : ' I wish these pec 
pie wouldn't tie up their parcels so tight, as if they wer 
never to be undone/ cried he, as he tugged at the cord; 
and he pulled the knot closer instead of loosening it. 

4 Ben J why how did ye get your's undone, man?— 
what's in your parcel — I wonder what is in mine. I 
wish I could get this string off— I must cut it/ 

igi ize y g 
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' *0, m? said Ben, who now had undone thfe last knot 
of his parcel, and who drew oat the length of string with 
exultation, * don't cut it, Hal — look what a nice cord this 
is, and vow's is the same ; it's a pity to cut it; ' Watte 
maty want not /' you know.' 

* Pooh !' said Hal, * what signifies a bit of packthread r* 

* It is whip-cord,' said Ben. 

4 Well, whip-cord ! what signifies a bit of whip-cord! 
you can get a bit of whip-cord twice as long as that for 
two-pence; and who cares for two-pence! Not I, for 
one ! so here it goes,' cried Hal, drawing out his knife; 
and he cut the cord precipitately, in sundry places. 
' 'Lads! have you undone the parcels for me ?* said Mr. 
Gresham, opening the parlour door as he spoke. 

4 Yes, Sir, cried Hal ; and he dragged off his half-cut, 
half-entangled string — ' here's the parcel.' 

* And here's my parcel, uncle ; and here's the string,' 
said Ben. 

4 You may keep the string for your pains,' said Mr. 
Gresham. 

* Thank you, Sir,' said Ben : what an excellent whip- 
cord it is .»* 

4 And you, Hal'— continued Mr. Gresham — 4 you may 
keep your string too, it it will be of any use to jrou.' 
4 It will be of no use to me, thank you, Sir,' said Hal, 

* No, I am afraid not, if this be it,' said his uncle, taking 
up the jagged, knotted remains of Hal's cord. 

A few days after this, Mr. Gresham gave to each of his 
nephews a new top. 

4 But how's this/ said Hal ; • these tops have no strings ; 
—what shall we do for strings ?' 

4 1 have a string that will do very well for mine,' said 
Ben; and he pulled out of his pocket the fine, long, smooth 
string which had tied up the parcel. With this he soon 
set up his top, which spun admirably well. 

4 O, how 1 wish I had but a string,' said Hal : 'What 
shall I do for a string ? — I'll tell you what ; I can use the 
string that goes round my hat !' 

4 But then,' said Ben, 4 what will you do for a hat- 
band?' 

4 I'll manage to do without one,' said Hal : and he took 
the string off his hat for his top, — It was soon worn 
through; and he split his top by driving the peg too 
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tightly into it Ills oottsn fe» let feto *rt V»H* *e 
next day; but Hal was not more fortunate or mote care* 
(fill when he meddled with other people's things thau wto* 
lie managed his owow He had scarcely played half aft 
hour before he split it, by driving in the peg too vjetaatr 

V* 

Ben bore this misfortune with good humour*-*' Came,' 
said fee, * it can't be helped : but give me the string, be- 
cause that may still he of use for something else.' 

It happened some time afterwards, that a lady vha 
had been intimately acquainted with Hal's mother at 
Bath, that is to say, who had frequently met her at the 
cavd-table during the winter, now arrived at Clifton. She 
was informed by his mother that Hal was at Mr. Gre- 
sham's ; and her sons, who were/riends of his, came to 
see him, and invited him to spend the next day with 
them. 

Hal joyfully accepted the invitation. He was always 
glad to go out to dine, because it gave ham something to 
do, something to think of, or, at least, something to say. 
—Besides this, he had been educated to think it was a 
fine thine to visit fine people ; and Lady Diana Sweep- 
stakes (for that was the name of his mother's acquaint- 
ance,) was a very fine lady ; and her two sons attended to 
be very great gentlemen. 

Hewasina prodigious hurry when these young gen- 
tlemen knocked at his uncle's door the next day ; but 
just as he got to the hall door, little Patty called to him 
from the top of the stairs, and told him, that he had 
dropped his pocket handkerchief. 

' Pick it up, then, and bringit to me quick* can't you 
child,' cried rial, *for Lady Dfa sons are waiting for 
me.' 

Little Patty did not know any thine about Lady Di's 
sons ; but as she was very good-natured, and saw that her 
cousin Hal was, for some reason or other; in a desperate 
hurry, she ran down stairs as fast as she possibly couW» 
towards the landing place, where the handkerchief lay ; — 
but, alas ! before she reached the handkerchief she fell, 
rolled down a whole flight of stairs, and when her fall 
was at last stopped by the landing place, she did not cry, 
but she writhed as if she was in great pain. 

- D.gfeed by GoOgle 
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* Where are you hurt, my love?' said Mr. Gresham, 
who came instantly, on hearing the noise of some one 
Ming down stairs. • 

* Where are you hurt, my dear ?' 

4 Here, papa,' said the little gfcl, touching her ankle, 
which she had decently covered with her gown : ' I be- 
lieve I am hurt here, but not much,' added she, trying to 
rise; * only it hurts me when I move.* 

4 1*11 carry you ; don't move then/ said her father ; and 
he took her up in his arms. 

4 My shoe, I've lost one of my shoes,' said she. 

Ben looked for it upon the stairs, and he found it stick- 
ing in a loop of whip-cord, which was entangled round one 
of the bannisters. When this cord was drawn forth, it 
appeared that it was the very same jagged, entangled 
piece which Hal had pulled off his parcel. He had di- 
verted himself with running up and down stairs, whipping 
the bannisters with it, as he thought he could convert it to 
no better use ; and, with his usual carelessness, he at last 
left it hanging just where he happened to throw it when 
the dinner bell rang. Poor little Patty's ankle was terribly 
sprained, and Hal reproached himself for his folly, and 
would have reproached himself longer, perhaps, if Lady 
Di* Sweepstakes' sons had not hurried him away. 

In the evening, Patty could not run about as she used 
to do; but she sat upon the sofa, and she said, that * she 
did not feel the pain of her ankle so much, whilst Ben 
was so good as to play at jack-straw* with her.' 

* That's right, Ben ; never be ashamed of being good-na- 
tured to those who are younger and weaker than your- 
self,' said his uncle, smiling at seeing him produce his 
whip-cord to indulge his little cousin with a game at her 
favourite cat's-cradle. • I shall not think you one bit less 
manly, because I see you playing at cat's-cradle with a 
little child of six years old/ 

Hal, however, was not precisely of his uncle's opinion ; 
for when he returned in the evening, and saw Ben play- 
ing with his little cousin, he could not help smiling^ con- 
temptuously, and asked if he had been playing at cat's- 
cradle all night. In a heedless manner he 1 made some in- 
quiries after Hatty's sprained ankle, and then he ran on 
to tell all the. news he heard at Lady Diana Sweepstakes* 
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—news which he thought would itiake him appear a per- 
son of vast importance. 

4 Do you know uncle—Do you know, Ben/ said he-* 
* there's to be the mostjamow doings that ever were heard 
of upon the Downs here, the first day of next month,which 
will be m a fortnight, thank my stars ! I wish the fort- 
night was over ; I shall think of nothing else I know, till 
that happy day comes !' 

Mr. Gresham inquired, why the first of September 
was to be so much happier than any other day in the 
year. 

* Why/ replied Hal, 'Lady Diana Sweepstakes, foa 
know, is & famous rider, and archer, and all that * ■ 

4 Very likely,' said Mr. Gresham, soberly ;—« but what 
then/ 

* Dear uncle !' cried Hal, « but you shall hear. There's 
to be a race upon the Downs the first of September, and 
after the race there's to be an archery meetuig- for the la- 
dies, and Lady Diana Sweepstakes is to be one of thetir. 
And after the ladies have done shooting — now, Ben, comes 
the best part of it \ — we boys are to have our turn, and 
Lady Dr is to give a prize to the best marksman amongst 
us, of a very handsome bow and arrow ! Do you know 
I've been practising already, and I'll shew you to mor- 
row, as soon as it comes home, the famous bow and ar- 
row, that Lady Diana has riven me : but; perhaps,' add* 
ed he, with a scornful laugh, 'you like a cat's-cradle bet- 
ter than a bow and arrow? 

Ben made no reply to this taunt at the moment ; but 
the next day, when Hal's new bow and arrow came 
home, he convinced him that he knew how to use it very 
well. 

* Ben,' said his uncle, * you seem to be a good marks- 
man, though you have not boasted of yourself. I'll give 
you a bow and arrow, and, perhaps, ii you practise, you 
may make yourself an archer before the first of Septem- 
ber ; and in the mean time, you will not wish the fortnight 
to be over, for you will have some thing to do.' 

4 O, Sir,' interrupted Hal, * but if you mean that Ben 
should put in for the prize, he must have a uniform.' 

* Why wmt he V said Mr. Gresham. 

* Why, Sir, because every body has— I mean every bo- 
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dy that's any body ;— and Lady Diana was diking about 
the uniform all dinner time, and it's settled all about it, 
except the buttons ; the young Sweepstakes are to get 
theirs made first for patterns : they are to be white, Se- 
ed with green ; and they 11 look very handsome, Pin sure; 
and I shall write to mamma to night, as Lady Diana bid 
me? about mine ; and I shall tell her, to be sure, to answer 
my letter, without fail, by return of the post : and then, if 
mamma makes no objection, which I know she, won't, be- 
cause she never thinks much about expense, 9nd qU that 
^-thep I shall bespeak my uniform, anci get it made by &e 
same taylor, that makes for Lady l>iana and the young 
Sweepstakes/ 

* Mercy upon us !' said Mr. Greshara, who was almost 
stunned by the rapid vociferation, with which th» long 
speech about a uniform was pronounced* 

* I don't pretend to understand these things,' added be, 
with an air of simplicity ; ' but we will inquire, Ben, into 
the necessity of the case ; and if if is neqessary-ror if you 
think it necessary, that you shall have a unifornvwwhy^- 
ITSJl give you one.' 

« You, uncle .'—Will you, indeed ?* exclaimed. Hal with 
amazement painted in his countenance. * Wei), ghat's 
the last thing in the world I should have expected .V* 
You are not at all the sort of person I should haye tjwngbt 
would care ajbout a uniform ; and now I should have sup- 
posed, you'd have thought it extravagant, to have a coat 
on purpose only for one day ; and I'm sure La4y Diana 
Sweepstakes thought as I do : for when | told her of that 
motto over your kitchen chimney, waste not, want 
not, she laughed, and said, that fhad better not talk to 
you about uniforms, and that my mother was the proper 
person to write to about my uriform : but I'll tell Lady 
Diana, ancle, how goodjrou are, and how much she was 
mistaken.' 

* Take care how you do that,' said Mr- Gresfcaia i * for 
perhaps the b|4y was not mistaken.' 

* Nay, did not you say, just now, you would give poor 
Ben a uniform ?' 

*4 said. I would, if he thought it necessary to haveone.' 
« O, I'll answer for it, he'll think it necessary,' said 
Hal, laughing, * because ft is necessary.' 

Digitized by GoOgle 
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* Allow him, at least, to judge for himself said Mr. 
Gresham. 

* My dear uncle, but I assure you/ said Hal, earnestly, 
4 there's no judging about the matter, because really, upon 
my word, Lady Diana said distinctly, that her sons were 
to have uniforms, white faced with green, and a green and 
white cockade in their hats. 9 

' May be so,' said Mr. Gresham, still with the same 
look of calm simplicity, * put on your hats, boys, and come 
with me. I know a gentleman, whose sons are to be at 
this archery meeting ; and we will inquire into all the 
particulars from him. Then, after we nave seen him (it 
is not eleven o'clock yet,) we shall have time enough to 
walk oh to Bristol, and choose the doth for Ben's uniform, 
if it is necessary/ 

* I cannot tell what to make of all he says,' whispered 
Hal, as he reached down his hat ; * do you think, Ben, he 
means to give you this uniform, or not ?• 

* I think,' said Ben, • that he means to give me one, if 
it is necessary ; or, as he said, if I think it is necessary.' 

' And that, to be sure you will ; won't you ? or else 
you'll be a great fool, I know, after all rve told you. 
How can ally one in the world know so much about the 
matter, as I, who have dined with Lady Diana Sweep- 
stakes but yesterday, and heard all about it from begin- 
ning to end ; and as for this gentleman, that we are going 
to, I'm sure, if he knows any thing about the matter, hell 
say exactly the same as I do.' 

* We shall hear,' said Ben, with a degree of compo- 
sure, which Hal could by no means comprehend, when a 
uniform was in question. 

The gentleman upon whom Mr. Gresham called, had 
three sons, who were all to be at this archery meeting ; 
and they unanimously assured him, in the presence of 
Hal ana Ben, that they had never thought of buying uni- 
forms for this grand occasion, and that, amongst the num- 
ber of their acquaintance, they knew of but three boys, 
whose friend^lntended to be at such an unnecessary ex- 
pense. Hal stood amazedV— * Such are the varieties of 
opinion upon all the grand affairs of life,' said Mr. Gre- 
sham, looking at his nephews— 4 What amongst one set 
of people you hear asserted to be absolutely necessary, 
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yen will hear, from another set of people, is quite unne- 
cessary— All that can be done, my dear boys, in these 
difficult cases, is to judge for yourselves, which opinions, 
and which people are the most reasonable. 9 

Hal, who had been more accustomed to think of what 
was fashionable, than of what was reasonable, without at 
all considering the good sense of what his uncle said to 
him, replied with childish petulance, * Indeed, Sir, I dont 
know what other people think; but I only know what 
Lady Diana Sweepstakes said.' 

The name of Lady Diana Sweepstakes, Hal thought, 
must impress all present with respect : he was highly as- 
tonished, when, as he looked round, he saw a smile of 
contempt upon every one's countenance ; and he was yet 
further bewildered, when he heard her spoken of as a 
very silly, extravagant, ridiculous woman, whose opinion 
no prudent person would ask upon any subject, and whose 
example was to be shunned, instead of being imitated. 

* Aye, my dear Hal,' said his uncle, smiling at his look 
of amazement, * these are some of the things that young 
people must learn from experience. All the world do 
not agree in opinion about characters : you will hear the 
same person admired in one company, and blamed in an- 
other ; so that we must still come round to the same 
point, Judge for yourself? 

Hal's thoughts were, however, at present, too fuB of 
the uniform, to allow his judgment to act with perfect 
impartiality. As soon as their visit was over, and all the 
time they walked down the hill from Prince's Buildings 
towards Bristol, he continued to repeat nearly the same 
arguments, which he had formerly used, respecting neces- 
sity, the uniform, and Lady Diana Sweepstakes. 

To all this Mr. Gresham made no reply; and longer 
had the young gentleman expatiated upon the subject, 
which had so strongly seized upon his imagination, had . 
not his senses been forcibly assailed at this in&ant by the 
delicious odours and tempting sight of certain cakes and 
jellies in a pastry cook's shop. 

« O^uncle,' said he, as his uncle was going to turn the 
comer to pursue the road to Bristol, * look at those jellies/ 
pointing to a confectioner's shop, 'I must buy some of 
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those gaod things; for I have gc< son* h^faswe in »y 
pocket/ 

4 Your having halfpence in your pocket it is an excel- 
lent reason for eating,' said Mr. Gresham, smiling* 

* But I really am hungry,' said Hal ; * You know, un- 
cle, it is a good while since breakfast' 

His uncle, who was desirous to see his nephews act 
wfthout restraint, thai he might judge of tbeir charac- 
ters, bi£ them do as they pleased. 

* Come, then, Ben, if you've any halfpence in your 
pocket.' 

* I'm not hungry,' said Pen. 

' I suppose that means, that you've no halfpence,' said 
Hal, laughing, with the look of superiority, which he had 
been taught to think the rich might assume towards those 
who were convicted either of poverty or ceconomy. 

* Waste not, want not,' said Ben to himself. Contrary 
to his cousin's suj-mjse, he happened to have two penny- 
worth of halfpence actually in his pocket. 

At the very moment Hal stepped into the pastry cook's 
shop, a poor industrious' man with a wooden leg, who 
usually sweeps the dirty corner of the walk which turns 
at this spot to the Wells^held his hat to Ben, who, after 
glancing his eye at the petitioner's well-worn broom, 
instantly produced his two-pence. 

* I wish I had more halfpence for you, my good man,' 
said he; * but I've only two-pence.' 

Hal came out of Mr. Millar's, the confectioner's shop, 
with a hat full of cakes in his hand. 

Mr. Millar's dog was sitting on the flags before the 
door ; and he looked up with a wistful, begging eye, at 
Hal, who was eating a queen-cake. 

Hal; who was wasteful even in his good-nature, threw 
a whole queen-cake to the 4og» who swallowed it for a 
single mouthful. 

4 There goes two- pence in the form of a queen-Cake,' 
said Mr. Qresham. 

Hal next offered some of his cakes to his uncle and 
cousin ; but they thanked him and refused to eat any, 
because, they said, they were not hungry ; so he ate and 
ate, as he walked along, till at last he stopped, and said, 
* This bun tastes so bad after the queen-cakes, I can't 
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bdar it!' wad he was gbiwg to flmglt from him into the 
river* 

* O, it is a pity to waste that good bun ; we may be 
glad of it yet,* said Ben ; c give it to ttie, rather than 
throw it away.' 

* Why, I Uiought»you said you were not hungry,' said 
Hal. 

4 True, I am not hungry now ; but that is no reason 
why I should never be hungry again.* 

* Weil, there is the cake for you ; take it ; for it has 
made me sick ; and I don't care what becomes of It,' 

Ben folded the refuse bit of his cousin's bun in a piece 
of paper, and put it into his pocket. 

* I am beginning to be exceedingly tired, or sick, or 
something,' said Hal, ' and as there is a stand of coaches 
somewhere hereabouts, had not we better take a coach, 
instead of walking all the way to Bristol' 

* For a stout archer/ said Mr. Gresham, * you are 
more easily tired, than one might have expected. How- 
ever, with all my heart ; let us take a coach ; for Ben 
asked me to shew him the cathedral yesterday ; and I 
believe I should find it rather too much for me to walk 
so far, though I am not sick with eating good things.' 

* The Cathedral! 3 said Hal, after he had been seated 
in the coach about a quarter of an hour, and had some- 
what recovered from his sickness — 'The Cathedral! 
Why, are we only going to Bristol to see the Cathedral! 
-J-I thought we came out to see about a uniform.' 

There was a dullness, and melancholly kind of stupi- 
dity in Hal's countenance, as he pronounced these words, 
like one wakening from a dream, which made both his 
uncle and cousin bust out a laughing. 

* Why,' said Hal, who has now piqued, 'I'm sure you 
did say, uncle, you would go to Mr. — -*s to choose the 
cloth for the uniform.' 

•Very true; and so I will,' said Mr. Gresham J ' but, 
we need not make a whole morning's work, need we, of 
looking at a piece of cloth? — Cannot we see a uniform 
and a cathedral both in one morning ?' 

They went first to the cathedral Hal's head was 
too full of the uniform, to take any notice of the painted 
window, which immediately caught Ben's unembarrassed 
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attention. He looked at the large stained figures on the 
gothic window ; and he observed their coloured shadows 
on the floor and walls. 

Mr. Gresham, who perceived that he was eager on all 
subjects to gain information, took this opportunity of 
telling him several things about the lost art of painting 
on glass, gothic arches, dec. which Hal thought ex- 
tremely tiresome. 

•Come! come! we shall be late indeed,' said Hal; 
'surely you've looked long enough, Ben, at this blue and 
red window/ 

* I'm only thinking about these coloured shadows,' said 
Ben. 

« I can shew you, when we go home, Ben,' said his 
Uncle, • an entertaining paper upon such shadows.'* 

* Hark !' cried Ben, * did you hear that noise ?' 
They all listened; and they heard a bird singing in 

the cathedral. 

* It's our old robbin, Sir,' said the lad, who had opened 
the cathedral door for them. 

* Yes,' said Mr. Gresham, • there he is, boys— look — 
perched upon the organ ; he often sits there, and sings, 
whilst the organ is playing.'—* And,' continued the lad 
who shewed the cathedral, • he has lived here these ma- 
ny, many winters ;f they say he is fifteen years old ; and 
he is so tame, poor fellow, that, if I had a bit of bread, 
he'd come down, and feed in my hand.** 

« I've a bit of a bun here,' cried Ben, joyfully, produc- 
ing the remains of the bun which Hal but an hour be- 
fore would have thrown away. • Pray let us see the poor 
robin eat out of your hand.' 

The lad crumbled the bun, and called to the robin, 
who fluttered and chirped, and seemed rejoiced at the 
Vight of the bread ; but yet he did not come down from 
his pinnacle on the organ. 

* He is afraid of us, 9 said Ben ; ' he is not used to eat 
before strangers, I suppose,' * 

* Ah, no. Sir,;' said the young man, with a deep sigh, 

* Vide Priestley '8 History of Vision, chapter on Coloured 
Shadows. 

This is true. 
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*ttiat is not the thing; he is used enough to eat afore 
company ; time was, he'd have come down for me, be- 
fore ever so many fine folks, and have eat his crumbs out 
of my hand, at my first call ; but, poor fellow, it's not 
his fault now ; he does not know me now, Sir, since my 
accident, because of this great black patch.' 

The young man put his hand to his right eye, which 
•was covered with a tinge black patch. 

Ben asked what accident he meant ; and the lad told 
him, that, bat a few weeks ago, he had lost the sight of 
his eye by the stroke of a stone, which reached him as 
be was passing under the rocks at Clifton, unluckily, 
when the workmen were blasting. 

* I don't mind so much for myself, Sir,' said die lad ; 
* but I can't work so well now, as I used to do before 
my accident, for my old mother, who has had a stroke 
of die palsy ; and rve a many little brothers and sisters, 
not well able yet to get their own livelihood, though they 
be as willing as wiling can be.' 

' Where does your mother live?* said Mr. Gresham. 

* Hard by, Sir, just colse to the church here : it was 
Act, that always had the shewing of it to strangers, tflL 
she lost the use of her poor limbs.' 

4 Shall we, may we, uncle, go that way ?— -This is the 
house ; is not it ?* said Ben, when they went out of the 
cathedral. 

They went into the house : it was rather a hovel than 
a house ; but, poor as it was, it was as neat as misery 
could make it. 

The old woman was sitting up in her wretched bed, 
winding worsted ; four meagre, ill-clothed, pale children, 
were all busy, some of them sticking pins in paper for 
tiie pin-maker, and others sorting rags for the paper- 
ihaker. 

4 What a horrid place it is/ said Hal, sighed, * I did 
not know there were such shocking places in the world. 
I've often seen terrible-looking, tumble down places, as 
we drove through the town in mamma's carriage ; but 
then I did not know who lived in them ; and I never 
saw the inside of any of them. It is very dreadful, in- 
deed, to think that people are forced to live in this way. 
I wish mamma would send me some more pocket-money, 
B 2 ^ GoQ 
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that Insight do something for thorn. Ihadhalf-a-crown: 
but/ continued he, feeling in his pockets, 'I'm afraid I 
spent the last shilling of it this morning, upon those calces 
that made me sick. I wish I had my shilling now, Fd 
give it to these floor people.' 

Ben, though he was all this time silent, was as sorry 
as his talkative cousin for all these poor people. But 
there was some difference between the sorrow of these 
two boys. 

Hal, after he was again seated in the hackney-coach, 
and had rattled through the busy streets of Bristol for a 
few minutes, quite forgot the spectacle of misery, which 
he had seen; and the gay shops in Wine-street, and die 
idea of his green and white uniform wholly occupied his 



*ow for our uniforms/ cried he, as he jumped eager- 
ly out of the coach, when his uncle stopped at the wd- 
len-draper's door. 

• * Uncle/ said Ben, stopping Mr. Gresham before he 
got out of the carriage, * I don't think a uniform is at all 
necessary for me. Im very much obliged to you ; but 
I would rather not have one. I have a very good coat; 
and I think it would be waste.' 

4 Well, let me get out of the carriage, and we will see 
about it/ said Mr. Gresham ; * perhaps the sight of the 
beautiful green and white cloth, and the epaulette (Have 
you ever considered the epaulettes ?) may tempt you to 
change your mind.' 

' O no/ said Ben, laughing; * I shall not change my 
mind/ 

The green cloth, and the white cloth, and the .epau- 
lettes, were produced, to Hal's infinite satisfaction. His 
uncle took up a pen, and calculated for a few minutes ; 
then, shewing the back of the letter, upon which he was , 
writing, to his nephews, ' cast up these sums boys,' said 
he, * and tell me whether I am right/ 

' Ben, do you do it/ said Hal, a little embarrassed; 
* 1 am not quick at figures/ 

Ben wo*, and he went over his uncle's calculation very 
expeditiously. 

4 It is right, is it ?* said Mr. Greshssifc 

* Yes, Sir, quite right.' 
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' Then by this calculation, I find I could, for less than 
half the money your uniforms would cost, purchase for 
each of you boys a warm great coat, which you will 
want, I have a notion, this winter upon the Downs.' 

* O, Sir,' said Hal, with an alarmed look ; * but it is 
not winter yet; it is not cold weather yet. We shan't 
want great coats yet* 

* Don't you remember how cold we were, Hal, the 
day before yesterday, in that sharp wind, when we were 
flying our kite upon the Downs : and winter will come, 
though it is not come yet— I am sure, I should like to 
have a good warm great coat very much.' 

Mr. Gresham took six guineas out of .his purse ; and 
he placed three of them before Hal, and three before Ben. 

* Young gentlemen,' said he, • I believe your uniforms 
will come to about three guineas a-piece* Now I will 
lay out this money for you just as you please. Hal, what 
aay you ?' 

* Why, Sir,' said Hal, • a great coat is a good thin£, 
to be sure ; and then, after the great coat, as you said it 
would only cost half as much as the uniform, there would 
be some money to spare, would not there ?' 

* Yes, my dear, about five and twenty shillings.' 

* Five and twenty shillings !— I could buy and do a great 
many things to be sure, with five and twenty shillings : 
but then, the tMngis, I must go without the uniform, if 
I have the great coat.' * 

' Certainly,' said his uncle. 

' Ah !' said Hal, sighing, as he looked at the epaulette, 
' .uncle, if you would not be displeased, if I choose the 
uniform—' 

* I shall not be displeased at your choosing whatever 
you like best,' said Mr. Gresham. 

* Well, then, thank you, Sir ; I think I had better have 
the uniform, because, if I have not the uniform now di- 
rectly, it will be of no use to me, as the archery meeting 
is the week after next, you know, and as to the great 
coat, perhaps, between this time and the very cold wea- 
ther, which, perhaps, won't be till Christmas, papa will 
buy a great coat for me ; and I'll ask mamma to give me 
some pocket-money to give away, and she will, perhaps.* 

To all this conclusive, conditional reasoning, which de- 
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pentad upon Jterikg**, three times repeated, Mr. Gre : 
sham made no reply ; but he immediately bought the uiu* 
form for Hal, and desired that it should be sent to Lady 
Diana Sweepstakes* sons' taykw, to be made up. Hie ' 
measure of Hal's happiness was now complete. 

*And how am I to lay out the three guineas for yon 
Ben r* said Mr. Gresham ; ' speak, what do you wish 
for first?* 

* A great coat, uncle, If you please.' 

Mr. Gresham bought the coat; and, after it was paid 
for, &ve and twenty shOtiRgs of Ben's three guineas re- 
mained. 

4 What next, my boy P said his uncle. 

* Arrows, uncle, if you please : three arrows.' 
4 My dear, I promised you a bow and arrows.' 

* No, uncle, you OBly said a bow.* 

* Well, I meant a bow and arrows, I'm glad you an* 
so exact, however. It is better to claim less than more 
than what is promised. The three arrows you shall 
have. But, go on ; how shall I dispose of these five and 
twenty shillings for you ?' 

4 In clothes, if you will be so good, uncle, for that poor 
boy, who has the great black patch on his eye.' 

4 1 always believed,' said Mr. Gresham, shaking hands 
with Ben, that economy and generosity were the best 
friends, instead of being enemies, as some silly, extrava- 
gant people would have us think them. Choose the 
poor blind boy's coat, my dear nephew, and pay for k. 
Xhere's no occasion for my praising you about the mat- 
ter : your best reward is in your own mind, child ; and 
you want no other, or I'm mistaken. Now jump into 
the coach, boys, and let's be off. We shall be late, I'm 
afraid,' continued he, as the coach drove on ; ' but I most 
let you stop, Ben, with your goods at the poor boy's door/ 

When they came to the house, Mr. Gresham opened 
the coach door, and Ben jumped out with his parcel un- 
der his arm. 

4 Stay, stay ? You must take me with you,' said his 
pleased uncle; * I like to see people made happy, as well 
as you do.' 

4 Andsodoltoof said Hal; * let me come with you, 
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I ataost wish my uniform was not gone to the tayior's, 
soldo.' 

And when he saw the look of delight and gratitude, 
with which the poor boy received the clothes, which Ben 
gave him ; and when he heard the mother and children . 
thank him, Hal sighed, and said, ' Well, I hope mamma 
will give me some more pocket- money soon.' 

Upon his return home, however, the sight' of the fa- 
mous bow and arrow, which Lady Diana Sweepstakes 
had sent him, recalled to his imagination all the joys of 
his green and white uniform ; and he no longer wished, 
that it had not been sent to the tayior's. - 

* But I don't understand, cousin Hal, said little Patty, 
why you call this bow a famous bow : you say jamous 
very often ; and I don't know exactly what it means— -a 
famous uniform— -famous doings — I remember you said 
there are to be famous doings, the first of September, 
upon the Downs — What does famous mean ?' 

* O, vfhy famous means— Now don't you know what 
famous means? — It means-— It is a word that people 

say—It is the fashion to say it — It means-* it meansya- 
mous* . 

Patty laughed, and said, * This does not explain it to 
me.' 

4 No,' said Hal, ' nor can it be explained : if you don't 
understand it, that's not my fault : every body but little 
children, I suppose, understands it ; but there's no ex- 
plainingfAorc sort of words, if you don't take them at 
once. There's to be famous doings upon the Downs, the 
first of September ; that is, grand, fine.— In short, what 
. does it signify talking any longer, Patty, about the mat- 
ter? — Give me my bow; for I must go out upon the 
Downs, and practise.' 

Ben accompanied him with the bow and the three ar- 
rows, which his uncle had now given to him ; and, every 
day, these two boys went out upon the Downs, and prac* 
tised shooting with indefatigable perseverance. Where 
equal pains are taken, success is usually found to be 
gretty nearly equal. Our two archers, by constant prac- 
tice, become expert marksmen ; and before the day of 
trial, they were so exactly matched in point of dexteri- 
ty, that it was scarcely possible to decide which was su- 
perior. 
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The taftg expected first of September at length t 
d. ' What sort of a day is it r was the first qui 



i arriv- 
ed. ' What sort of a day is it P was the first question 
that was asked by Hal and Ben, the moment that they 
awakened. 

The sun shone bright! but there was a sharp and higji 
wind. 

4 Ha !' said Ben, * I shall be glad of my good great 
coat to-day ; for Pve a notion it will be rather cold upon 
the Downs, especially when we are standing still, as we 
must, whilst all the people are shooting.' 

< O, never mind ! 1 don't think I shall feel it cold at all/ 
said Hal, as he dressed himself in his new green and white 
uniform ; and he viewed himself with much complacence. 

4 Good morning to you, uncle ; how do you do ?' saw 
he, in a voice of exultation, when he entered the break- 
fast-room. 

< How de you do? seemed rather too mean. How do 
you like me in my uniform i 

And his uncle's cool* 4 Very well, I thank you, Hal,' 
disappointed him, as it seemed only to say, Your uniform 
makes no difference in ray opinion of you. 

Even little Patty went on eating her breakfast much 
as usual, and talked of the pleasure of walking with her 
father to the Downs, and of all the little things which in- 
terested her, so that Hal's epaulettes were not the prin- 
cipal object in any one's imagination but his own. 

4 Papa,* said Patty, * as we go up the hill where there 
is so much red mud, I must take care to pick my way 
nicely ; and I must hold up my frock, as you desired me; 
and oerhaps you will be so good, if I am not troublesome, 
to lift me over the very bad place where there are no 
stepping-stones. My ankle is entirely well, and I'm glad 
of that, or else I should not be able to walk so far as the 
Downs. How good you were to me, Ben, when I was 
in pain, the day I sprained my ankle : you played at jack- 
straws, and at catVcradle, with me*— O, that puts me in 
mind— Here are your gloves, which I asked you that 
night to let me mend. I've been a great while about them, 
but are not they very neatly mended, papa ?— look at the 
sewing.' 

4 1 am not a very good judge of sewing, my dear little 
girl,' said Mr. Gresham, examining the work with a close 
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,< jd scrupulous eye; < but, mmy opinion, hexe4s^tfi*ch 
f iat is rather too long ; the white teeth are not quite 
. yen/ 

' O, papa, 111 take out that long tooth in a minute,' 

M Patty, laughing: * I did not think, that you would 
^ave observed u so soon. 9 ' 

4 1 would not have you trust to my blindness,' said her 
ither, stroking her head fondly : 'I observe every thing, 
i observe, for instance, that you are a grateful little girl, 
; nd that you are glad to be of use to those, who have 
• <een kind to you; and for this I forgive you the long 
Utah.' 

4 But it's out, it's out, papa,' said Patty, * and the next 
imeyour gloves want mending, Ben, 111 mend them 
x*ter.' 

• They are very nice, I think,' said Ben, drawing them 
on; * and I am much obliged to you ; I was just wishing 
1 had a pair of gloves to keep my fingers warm to-day, 
•or I never can shoot well when my hands are numbed. 
'jookt Hal—you know how ragged these gloves were; 
vu said they were good for nothing but to throw away ; 
iow look, there's not a hole in them,' said he, spreading 
lis fingers* 

4 Now, is it not very extraordinary, 9 said Hal to him- 
elf, ' that they should go on so long talking about an old 
jair of gloves, without saying scarcely a word about my 
;iew uniform. Well, the young Sweepstakes and lady 
13iana will talk enough about it ; that's one comfort.' 

4 Is not it time, to think of setting out, Sir ?' said Hal 
.o his uncle; * the company, you know, are to meet at 
'.he Ostrich at twelve, and the race to begin at one, and - 
~.ddy Diana's horses, I know, were ordered to be at the 
tloor at ten.' 

Mr. Stephen, the butler, here interrupted the hurrying 
1 oung gentleman in his calculations-^' There's a poor lad. 
Sir, below, with a great black patch on his right eye % 
.vho is come from Bristol, and wants to speak a word 
vith the young gentlemen, if you please. I told him, 
they were just going out with you, but he says he won't 
letain them above half a minute.' 

' Shew hha up, shew him up,'- said Mr. Qresham. 
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* But I suppose/ said Hal, with a sigh, that Stephen 
mistook, when he he said, the young gentlemen ; he only 
wants to see Ben, I dare say ; I'm sure he has no reason 
to want to see me.' 

* Here -he comes— O Ben, he is dressed in the new 
coat you gave hjm,' whispered Hal, who was really a 
good-natured boy, though extravagant. *How much 
better he looks than he did in the ragged coat ! Ah ! he 
looked at you first, Ben ;— and well he may !* 

The boy bowed, without any cringing civility, but with 
an open, decent freedom in his manner, which express- 
ing that he had been obliged, but that he knew his young 
benefactor was not thinking of the obligation. He made 
as little distinction as possible between his bows to the 
two cousins. 

* As I was sent with a message, by the clerk of our 
parish, to Redland chapel, out on the Downs, to-day. 
Sir,' said he to Mr. Gresham, * knowing your house lay 
in my way, my mother, Sir, bid me call, and make bold 
to offer the young gentlemen two little worsted balls that 
she had worked for them,' continued the lad, pulling out 
of his pocket two worsted balls, worked in green and 
orange-coloured stripes : * they are but poor things, Sir, 
she bid me say, to look at, but, considering she had but 
one hand to work with, and that her left hand, you'll not 
despise 'em, we hopes.' 

He held the balls to Ben and HaL— « They are both 
alike, gentlemen,' said he : if you'll be pleased to take 
'em, they're better than they look, for they bound higher 
than your head ; I cut the cork round for the inside my- 
selfc which was all I could do.' 

4 They are nice balls, indeed ; we are much obliged to 
you,' said the boys as theyreceived them, and they prov- 
ed them immediately. The balls struck the floor with a 
delightful sound, and rebounded higher than Mr. Gre- 
sham's head. Little Patty clapped her hands joyfully : 
but now a thundering double rap at the door was heard. 

•The Master Sweepstakes, Sir,* said Stephen, 'are 
come for Master Hal ; they say, that all the young gen- 
tlemen who have archery uniforms are to walk together, 
in a* body, I think they say, Sir ; and they are to parade 
along the Well walk, they desired me to say, Sir, *with 



WASTE, KOT, WANT NOT. 25 

a drum and fife, Mid so Op fee hill by Prince's Place, and 
all to go. upon the Downs together, to the place of meet- 
ing. I am not sure I'm right, Sir, for both the young; 
gentlemen spoke at once, and the wind is very nigh at 
the street door, so that I could not well make-out all they* 
said ; but I believe this is the seuse of it.' 

* Yes, yes, 9 said Hal, eagerly, * it's all right; I know 
.that is just what was settled the day I dined' at Lady 
Diana's; and Lady Qjana and a great party of gentle- 
men are to rid e ' 

1 Well, that is nothing to the purpose,' interrupted 
Mr. Gresham, ' Don't keep these Master Sweepstakes 
waiting; decide— do you choose to go with them, or 
with us ?' 

• ' Sir— -uncle — Sir, you know, since all the yniform* 
agreed to go together—' 

' Off with you, then, Mr. Uniform, if you mean to go,' 
said Mr. Gresham. 

Hal ran down stairs in such a hurry, that he forgot his 
bow and arrows.— Ben discovered this, when he went to 
fetch his own ; and the lad from Bristol, who had been 
ordered by Mr. Gresham to eat his breakfast, before he 
proceeded to Redland chapel, heard Ben talking about 
his cousin's bow and arrows. 

4 1 know,' said Ben, * he will be sorry not to have his 
bow with him, because here are the green knots tied to 
it, to match his cockade; and he said, that the boys 
were all to carry their bows, as part of the show.' 

* If you'll give me leave, Sir,' said the poor Bristol 
lad, * I shall have plenty of time ; and I'll run down to 
the Well walk after the young gentleman, and take him 
his bow and arrows.' 

* Will you? I shall be much obliged to you,' said Ben ;• 
and away went the boy with the bow that was ornament- 
ed with green ribands. 

The public walk leading to the Wells. was full of com- 
pany. The winctows of all the houses in St. Vincent's 
parade were crowded with well-dressed ladies, who 
were looking out in expectation of the archery proces- 
sion. Parties of gentlemen and ladies, and a motley crowd 
of spectators, were, seen moving backwards and fcr- 
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W«#ds, under the rocks, on die opposite tide «f tbe wa- 
ter. A barge, with coloured streamers lying, was wait- 
ing to take up a party, who were going upon the water. 
The bargemen rested upon their oars, and gased with 
broad faces of curiosity upon the busy scene, that appear* 
ed on the public walk. 

The archers and archeresses were now drawn up on 
the flags under the semicircular piaaaa fust before Mrs. 
Yearsley's library. A little band of children, who had 
been mustered by Lady Diana Sweepstakes' spitted 
exertion*, closed the procession. ^ They were now all in 
readiness. The drummer only waited for her ladyship's 
signal ; and the aichers'-corps only waited for her lady- 
ship's word of command to march. 

4 Where are your bow and arrows, my little man? 9 
said her ladyship to Hal, as she reviewed her Lilliputian 
redolent * You caa*t march, man, without your arms !* 

Hal had dispatched a messenger for his forgotten bow, 
but the messenger returned not; he looked from side to 
side fat great distress—' O, there's my bow coming, I 
declare !\cried he—* 4 took, I see the bow and die ribands j 
-tloofc now, between tfoe trees, Charles Sweepstakes, on 
the Hotwell- walk ;*-4t is coming !* 

* But you've kept us all waiting a confounded time,' 
said his impatient mend. 

4 It is that good-natured poor fellow from Bristol, I 
protest, that has brought it me; Fm sure I don't de» 
serve it from him,' said Hal to himself, when he saw 
the lad with the black patch on his eye running, quite 
out of breath, towatda him with his bow and arrow. 

4 Fall back, my good friend, fell back, 9 said the' mili- 
tary lady, as soon as he had delivered the bow to Hal; 
4 1 mean, stand out of the way, for your great patch cuts 
no figure amongst us* Don't follow so close, now, as if 
you belonged to us, pray.' 

The poor boy had no ambition to partaice the triumph; 
he /WZ tack as soon as he understood the meaning of (lie 
lady's words. The drum beat, the fife played, the ar- 
chers marched, the spectators admired. Hal stepped 
proudly, and felt as if the eyes of the whole universe 
were upon his epaulettes, or upon the lacings "~ his uni- 
form ; whilst all the time he was coosiderea only as part 



VASTS *0T, WAOTT »0T. 27 



of a show. The walk an p eare d muoh shatter 
usual, and lie was extremely sorry, that Lady Diana* 
when they were half way up the hill leading to Prince's 
Place, mounted her hone, because the road was dirty, 
and all the gentlemen, and ladies, who accompanied her, 
followed her example. * We can leave the children to 
wal& yen know/ said she to the gentleman who helped 
her to mount her home. * I must sail to some of them, 
though, and leave orders where they are to jam.' 

She beckoned ; and Hal, who was foremost, and proud 
to shew his alacrity, ran on to receive her Ladyship* or* 
dors. Now, as we have before observed, it was a nhara 
and windy day ; and though Lady Diana Sweepstakes 
was actually speaking tohim, and looking at him, hecould 
not prevent his nose from wanting tone blowed ; he null- 
ed out his handkerchief, and out rolled the new ball, 
which had been given tohim just before he left home, and 
which, according to his usual careless habits, he had 
stuffed into his pocket in his hurry. ♦ O, my new ball!* 
tried he, as he ran after it. As he stooped to pick it up, 
he let go his hat, which he had hitherto held on with anx- 
ious care; for the hat, though it had a fine green end 
white cockade, had no band or string round it. The 
string, as we may recollect, our wasteful hero had used . 
in spuming his top. The hat was too lam for his head 
without this band; a sudden gust of wind blew it off- 
Lady Diana's horse started ana reared. She was a /e» 
am* horsewoman, and sat him to the admiration of all 
beholders ; but there was a puddle of red clay and wa- 
ter in this spot, and her ladyship's uniform-habit was a 
sufferer by the accident. 

. * Careless brat 1 ' said she, 'why can't he keep his hat 
upon his head ?' 

In the mean time, the wind blew the hat down the hill, 
and Hal ran after, it, amidst the laughter of his kind 
friends, the young Sweepstakes, and the rest of the little 
regiment. The hat was lodged, at length, upon a bank. 
Hal pursued it : he thought this bank was hard, but, alas ! 
the moment he set his foot upon it, the foot sunk. He 
tried to draw it back, his other foot slipped, and he fell 
prostrate, in his green and white uniform, Into the trca- 
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cherous bed of red mud. His companions, who had halt- 
ed upon the top of the lull, stood laughing spectators of 
his misfortune. 

. It happened that the poor boy with the black patch 
upon his eye, who had been ordered by Lady Diana to 
*JbU back? and to * kcefi at a distance,* was now coming 
up the hill ; and the moment he saw our fallen hero, he 
hastened to his assistance. He dragged poor Hal, who 
was a deplorable spectacle, out of the red mud ; the 
obliging mistress of a lodging house, as soon as she under- 
stood, that the young gentleman was nephew to Mr. 
Gresham, to whom she had formerly let her house, re- 
ceived Hal, covered as he was with dirt. 

The poor Bristol lad hastened to Mr. Gresham v s for 
clean stocking and shoes for Hal. He was unwitting to 
give up his uniform ; it was rubbed and rubbed, ana a 
spot here and there was washed out ; and he kept con- 
tinually repeating,*- 6 When it's dry it will ail brush off, 
when it's dry, it will att brush off, wont it f*— But soon 
the fear of being too late at the archery-meeting began 
to balance the dread of appearing in his stained habili- 
meats; and he now as anxiously repeated, whilst the 
woman held the wet coat to the lire, ' O, I shall be too 
late ; indeed, I shall be too late ; make haste ; it wffl 
never dry; hold it nearer— nearer to -the fire: I shafl 
loose my turn to shoot; O, give me the coat; I don't 
mind how it is, if 1 can but get it on.' 

Holding it nearer and nearer to the fire dried it quick- 
ly, to be sure, but it shrunk it also ; so that it was no easy 
matter to get the coat on again. However, Hal, who did 
not see the red splashes, which, in spite of all these ope- 
rations, were too visible upon his shoulders, and upon the 
skirts of his white coat behind, was pretty well satisfied b\n 
to observe, that there was not one spot upon the facings. 
' Nobody,' said he, ' will take notice of my coat behind, 
J dare say. I think it looks as smart almost as ever!'— 
and under this persuasion our young archer resumed hi* 
bow-^-his bow with green ribands now no more !— awl 
he pursued his way to the Downs. 

* All his companions were far out of sight. * I suppose/ 
said he to his friend with theblack patch — * I suppose my 
uncle and Ben had left home, before you went for the shoei 
' and stockings for me r* 
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<0,yu, Sfr; the butter said they had been gone to 
the Downs a matter of a good half hoar or more.* 

Hal trudged on as fast as he possibly coukL When 
he got upon the Downs, he saw numbers of carriages, 
sad crowds of people, all going towards the place of meet- 
ing, at the Ostricn. He pressed forwards; he was at 
first so much afraid of being late, that he did not take 
notice of the math his motley appearance excited in all 
beholders. At length he reached the appointed spot. 
There was a great crowd of people : in the midst, he 
heard Lady Diana's loud voice, betting apon some one, 
who was just going to shoot at the mark. 

* Somen the shooting is began, is it r* said Hal. ' O, 
let me in ; pray let me into the circle : I'm one of the 
archers*-! am, indeed; don't you see my green and white 
uniform r* 

* YAur red and white uniform, you mean, 9 said the man 
to whom he addressed himself; and the people, as they 
opened a passage for him, could not refrain from laughing 
at the mixture of dirt and finery, which k exhibited. In 
vain, when he got into the mfckst of the formidable cir- 
cle, he looked to his friends, the young Sweepstakes) for 
their countenance and support : they were amongst the 
most unmerciful of the laughers. Lady Diana also seem* 
ed more to enjoy than to pity fata concision. 

4 Why could you not keep your hat upon your head, 
man r* said she, in her masculine tone. • You have been 
almost the ruin of my poor uniform-habit ; but thank 
God, I've escaped rather better than you have.— Don't 
stand there, in the middle of the circle, or you'll have an 
arrow in your eyes just now, I've a notion.' 

Hal looked round, hi search of better friends— 9 O, 
Where's my uncle ?— where's Ben r* said he. He was in 
such confusion, that, amongst the number of faces, he 
could scarcely distinguish one from another ; but he felt 
somebody at this moment pull his elbew/and, to his great 
rdie£ he heard the friendly voice, and saw the good-na- 
tured face of his cousin Ben. 

' Come back ; come behind these people,' said Ben ; 
'and put on my great coat ; here it is for you.' 

Right glad was Hal to cover his disgraced uniform 
with the rough great coat, which he had formerly de- 
C 2 ^Google 
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spised. He pulled the stained, drooping cockade out of 
his unfortunate hat ; and he was now sufficiently recover* 
ed from Ins vexation, to give an intelligible account of his 
accident to his uncle and Patty, who anxiously inquired, 
what had detained him so long, and what had been the 
matter. In the midst of the history of his disaster, be 
was just proving to Patty, that his taking the hat-band 
to spin his top had nothing to do with his misfortune; and 
he was at the same time endeavouring, to refute, his un- 
cle's opinon, that the waste of the whip-cord, that tied 
the parcel, was the original cause of all his evils, when 
he was summoned to try his skill with his famous bow. 

• My hands are numbed, I can scarcely frel,' 8»*d he, 
rubbing them, and blowing upon the ends of his fingers. 

4 Come, come,' cried young Sweepstakes, * I'm wrthm 
one inch of the mark ; who'll go nearer, I shall like to 
see. Shoot away, Hal ; but first understand our laws ; 
we settled them before you came upon the green. You 
are to have three shots, with your own bow and your 
own arrows ; and nobody's to borrow or lend under pre- 
tence of , other bows being better or worse, or under any 
pretence—Do you hear, Hal r* 

This young gentleman had good reasons for being so 
strict in these laws, as he had observed, that none of his 
Companions had such an excellent bow as he had pro- 
vided for himself. Some of the boys, had forgotten to 
bring more than one arrow wiCh them, and by his ow- 
ning regulations, that each person should shoot with their 
own arrows, many had lost one or two of ttieir shots. 

4 You are a lucky fellow : you have your three arrows,' 
said young Sweepstakes. * Gome, we can't wait whilst 
you rub your fingers, man-r-shoot away/ / 

Hal was rather surprised at the asperity, with which 
his friend spoke. He little knew how easily acquaint* 
ance, who call themselves friends, can change, when 
their interest comes in the slightest degree in competition 
with their fnendship. Hurried by ms impatient rival, 
and with his hands so much benumbed that he could 
scarcely feel how to fix the arrow in the string, he drew 
the bow. The arrow was within a quarter of an inch 
of Master Sweepstakes' mark, which was the nearest 
that had yet been hit. Hal seized his second arrow— 
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* If I t&ve any luck,* said he~*-But just as he pronounced 
the word iudt 9 and as he bent his bow, the string broke 
in two, and the bow fell from his hands. 

* There, it's all over with you,* cried Master Sweep- 
stakes, with a triumphant laugh. 

* Here's my bow tor him, and welcome,' said Ben. 

* Not ra, SSr ; that is not fair ; that's against the regu- 
lation. You may shoot with your own bow, if you choose 
it, or you may not, just as you think proper ; but you 
must not lend it, Sir/ 

It was now Ben's turn to make his trial. His first 

arrow was not successful. His second was exactly as 

, near as Hal's first. » » 

4 You have but one more,' said Master Sweepstakes : 
—'now for it!* 

Ben, before he ventured his last arrow, prudently ex- 
amined the string of his bow ; and, as he pulled it to try 
it's strength, it cracked. 

Master Sweepstakes clapped his hands with loud ex- 
ultations, and insulting laughter. But his laughter ceas- 
ed, when our provident hero calmly drew from his pock- 
et an excellent piece of whip-cord. 

' The everlasting whip-cord, I declare !' exclaimed 
Hal, when he saw that it was the very same, that had 
tied up the parcel. 

4 Yes,' said Ben, as he fastened it to his bow, ' I put it 
into my pocket to-day, on purpose, because I thought I 
might happen to want it.' 

He drew his bow the third and last time. 

* O, papa, cried little Patty, as his arrow hit the mark, 
1 it's the nearest ; is not it the nearest ?' 

Master Sweepstakes, with anxiety, examined the hit. 
There could be no doubt. Ben was victorious ! The bow, 
the prize bow, was now delivered to him ; and Hal, as 
lie looked at the whip-cord, exclaimed, * How lucky this 
whip-cord has been to you, Ben !' t . 

4 it is lucky \ perhaps, you mean, that he toe 
it,' said Mr. Gresham. 

* Aye,' said Hal, * very true ; he *; 
* Waste not, want not ;' it is a good tt 
strings to oae's bow.' . x \. 
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In a beautiful and retired part of England lived Mrs, 
Villars ; a lady whose accurate understanding, benevo- 
lent heart, and steady temper, peculiarly fitted her for 
the most difficult, as well as most important of all occu- 
pations — the education of youth. This task she had un- 
dertaken; and twenty young persons were put under 
her care, with the perfect confidence of their parents. 
No young people could be happier; they were good and 
gay, emulous, but not envious of each other; for Mrs, 
Villars was impartially just ; her praise they felt to be 
the reward of merit, and her blame they knew to be the 
necessary consequence of ill conduct : to the one, ther**!- 
fbre, they patiently submitted, and in the other co* , •> •* 
rejoiced. They rose with fresh cheerfulne * c 
ing, eager to pursue their various occupy I 
turned in the evening with renewed 
amusements, and retired to rest satis' 
selves, and pleased with each other. 
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^Nothing so mndb cootrflitilcd to preserve a spirit of 
emulation in this little society, as a small honorary 61s* 
tinction, given annually, as the prize of successful appp- 
eatkxi. The prize this year was peculiarly dear to each 
individual, as it was the picture of a friend whom they 
aU dearly loved— it was the picture of Mrs. Villars in a 
small bracelet. It wanted neither gold, pearls, nor pre- 
cious stones* to give it value. 

The two foremost candidates for this prise were Ceci- 
lia and Leonora. Cecilia was the most intimate friend 
of Leonora, but Leonora was only the favourite com- 
panion of Cecilia. 

Cecilia was of an active, ambitious, enterprising dis- 
position ; more eager in the pursuit, than happy in the 
enjoyment of her wishes. Leonora was of a contented, 
unaspiring, temperate character ; not easily roused to 
action, but indefatigable when once excited. Leonora 
was proud, Cecelia was vain : her vanity made her more 
dependent upon the approbation of others, and therefore 
more anxious to please than Leonora ; but that very va- 
nity made her, at the same time more apt to offend : in 
short, Leonora was the most anxious to avoid what was 
wrong, Cecilia the most ambitious to do what was right. 
Few of their companions loved, but many were led by 
Cecilia, far she was often successful ; many loved Leo- 
nora, but none were ever governed by her, for she was 
too indolent to govern. 

On the first day of May, about she o'clock in the even- 
ing, a great bell rang, to summon this little society mto a 
ball where the prize was to be decided. A number of 
small tables were placed in a> circle in the middle of the 
hall; < seats for the young competitors were raised one a- 
bovM another, in a semicircle, some yards distant from the 
table ; and the judges' chairs, under canopies of lilacs and 
1; •>t:mun>s, fcrmibji another semicircle, closed theamphi- 
he aire Every.*™- pot their writings, their drawings, 
w or k s of v anou.~ k inds, upon the tables appropriate 
How unsteady were the last steps to these 
-h little iiand trembled as it laid down its 
moment every one thought herself se- 
nt ncvttenach felt an equal certainty of 
.d the heart which a few minutes be- 
ope, now palpitated with feu*. 
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The works wese t*a»ined, the p refe r en ce adjudged; 
and the print was declared to be the happy Cecilia's. 
Mrs. Vitiars came forward smiling with the bracelet in 
her hand: Cecilia was behind her companions, on the 
highest row ; all the others cave way, ana she was on the 
floor in an instant Mrs. vulars clasped the bracelet on 
her arm; the clasp was heard through the whole hall, 
and an^ universal smile of congratulation followed. Mrs. 
Viltes kissed Cecilia's Mttle hand; and « now/ said she, 
*go and rejoice with your companions, the remainder of 
the day is yours. 9 

Oh! you whose hearts are dated with success; whose 

bosoms beat high with joy, in the moment of triumph com* 

. maud yourselves: let that triumph be moderate, that ft 

may be lasting. Consider, that though yqu are good, you 

may be better ; and though wise, you may be weak. 

As soon as Mrs. Villars had given her the bracelet, al 
Cecilia's little companions crowded round her, and they 
all left the hall iii an instant ; she was mil of spirits and 
vanity-^he ran on— running down the flight of steps 
which led to the garden in her violent haste, Cecilia threw 
down the Little Louisa. Louisa had a china mandarin in 
her band, which her mother had seat her that very morn- 
ing; it was all broke to pieces by her faU. 
. * Oh • my mandarin r cried Louisa, bursting into tears. 
The crowd behind Cecilia suddenly stopped : Louisa sat 
on the lowest step, fixing her eyes upon the broken piec- 
es ; then turning round, she hid her face in her hands 
rn the step above her. In turning, Louisa threw down 
remains of the mandarin ; the head, which she had 
placed in the socket, fell from the shoulders, and rolled 
bounding along the gravel walk. Cecilia pointed to the 
head, and to the socket, and burst out a laughing: the 
crowd behind laughed too. At any other time they 
would have been more inclined to cry with Louisa; but 
Cecilia had just been successful, and sympathy with the 
victorious often makes us forget justice. Leonora, hr^ 
ever, preserved her usual consistency. * Po~ <- x 
said she, looking first at her, and then re> 
Cecilia. Cecilia turned sharply round, 
with shame and half wish vexe* a ; 'I 
Leonora,' said she. 
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« But you could have helped laughing CccSiau* 

1 1 did'nt laugh at. Louisa ; and liureJy may laugh, for 

it does nobody any harm.' 

* I am sure, however,' replied Leonora, • I should not 
have laughed if I had—' 

4 Nfl, to be sure you wouldn't, because Louisa is. your 
favourite ; I can buy her another mandarin the next time 
that the old pedlar comes to the door, if that's all. — I can 
do no more — Can I ?' said she, turning round to her com- 
panions. 

* No, to be sure/ said they, * that's all fair.' 
Cecilia looked triumphantly at Leonora : Leonora let 

go her hand ; she ran on, and the crowd followed. When 
she got to the end of the garden, she turned round to see 
if Leonora had followed her too ; but was vexed to see 
her still sitting on the steps with Louisa. * I'm sure lean 
do no more than buy her another !— Can I ?' said she' a- 
gain, appealing to her companions. 

4 No, to be sure,' said they, eager to begin their plays. 

How many did they begin and leave off, before CecUia 
could be satisfied with any : her thoughts were discom- 
posed/ and her mind was running upon something else ; 
no wonder then, that she did not play with her usual ad- 
dress. She grew still. more impatient ; she threw down 
the nine-pins : * Come, let us play at something else— at 
threading the needle,' said she, holding out her hand*— 
They all yielded to the hand which wore the bracelet 
But Cecilia dissatisfied with herself, was discontented 
with every body else ; her tone grew more and more pe- 
remptory — One was too rude, another too stiff; one too 
slow, another too quick; in short, every thing went wrong, 
and every body was tired of her humours. 

The triumph of success is absolute but short. Ceci- 
!ia*s companions at length recollected, that though she 
h?tJ jmhroider^d a tulip and painted a peach better than 
tijuy, yet that v.ey could play as well, and keep their 
«.u Tixrs better : she was thrown out Walking towards 
• ( ~'\ i n ii peevish mood, she met Leonora : she pass- 

ied Leonora. 
'o you « ^t witb me r* 

.*!>' 
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« You know best* 

- We arc; if yon will let me tell Louisa, that you ate 
sorr y ■ * 

Cecilia, interrupting her, • Oh! pray let me hear no 
more about Louisa !' 

4 What 1 not confess that you were in the wrong ! Oh, 
Cecilia! I had a better opinion of you/ 

4 Your opinion is of no consequence to me now; for you 
don't love me.' 

4 No, not when you are unjust, Cecilia. 9 

'Unjust? I am not unjust: and if I were, you are not 
tty governess.' 

• No, but am not I your friend r 1 - 

•I don* desire to have such a friend, who would 
quarrel with me for happening to throw down tittle 
Louisa— how could I tell that she had a mandarin in her 
hand? 9 and when it was broken,' could I do more than 
promise her another ?— Was that unjust r* 

4 But you know, Cecilia— —' 

4 1 know* ironically, * I know, Leonora, that you lore 
Louisa better than you do me ; that's the injustice !' 

4 If I did/ replied Leonora gravely, ' it would be no in* 
justice, if she deserved it better.* 

4 How can you compare Louisa to me!' exclaimed 
Cecifia, indignantly . 

Leonora made no answer, for she was really hurt at 
her friend's conduct; she walked on to join the rest of 
. her companions. They were dancing in a round upon 
the grass : Leonora declined dancing, but they prevailed 
upon her to sing for them ; her voice was not so spright- 
ly, but it was sweeter than usual,— Who song so sweetly 
as Leonora ? or who danced so nimbly as Louisa? 

Away she was flying, all spirits and gayety, when 
Leonora's eyes, full of tears, caught hers : Louisa silently 
let go her companion's hands, and quitting the dance, ran 
up to Leonora to inquire what was the matter with her. 

4 Nothing,' replied she, * that need interrupt you— G> 
iny dear ; go and dance again.' -" 

Louisa immediately ran away to her g?* 
ed off her little straw hat, she lined it v 
strawberry leaves ; and was upon K 
strawberry bed when Cecilia came 

VOL. If. J> 
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disposed to be pleased with Louisa at that instant, for 
two reasons ; because she was jealous of her, and because 
she had injured her. The injury, however, Louisa had 
already forgotten : perhaps, to tell things just as they 
were, she was not quite so much inclined to kiss Cecilia 
as she would have been before the fall of her mandarin, 
but this was the utmost extent of her malice, if it can be 
called malice. 

•What are you doing, there, little one?' said Cecilia 
in a sharp tone : * Are you eating your early strawberries 
here all alone ? 

* No,' said Louisa, mysteriously ; * I am not eating 
them.' 

4 What are you doing with them ; can*t you answer 
then— I'm not playing with you, child !' 

4 Oh ! as to that, Cecilia, you ki$>w I need not answef 
you unless I choose it : not but what I would, if you would 
only ask me civilly — and if you would not call me child.' 

4 Why should not I call you child ?' 

* Because — because— I don't know : but I wish you 
would stand out of my light, Cecilia, for you are tram- 
pling upon all my strawberries.' 

4 1 have not touched one, you covetous little creature!* 

4 Indeed— indeed, Cecilia, I am not covetous ; I have 
not eaten one of them — they are all for your friend Leo- 
nora. See how unjust you are.* 

4 Unjust ; that's a cant word you learned of my friend ?J 
Leonora, as you call her, but she is not my friend now.* £ 

4 Not your friend now !' exclaimed Louisa, * then I am 
sure you must have done something very naughty.' 

* How !' said Cecilia, catching hold of her. 

4 Let me go— Let me go! cried Louisa, struggling; 4 I 
won't give you one of my strawberries, for I dont like you 
*taH! y 

• * You don't, don't you?' said Cecilia, provoked; and 
etching the hat from* Louisa, she flung the strawberries, 
over lUo hedge. 

5 * nobody help me!' exclaimed Louisa, snatching. 

and running :>way with all her force. 

" done ?' said Cecilia, recollecting herself; 

* She called very loud, but Louisa 

; she v/as running to her compa- 
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They were still dancing hand in hand upon the grass, 
whilst Leonora, sitting in the middle, sang to them. 

* Stop ! stop ! and hear me !' cried Louisa, breaking 
through mem ; and rushing up to Leonora, she threw her 
hat at her feet, and panting for breath — 

* It was fuU--almost full of my own strawberries, 9 said 
she, ' the first I ever got of my own garden.— They should 
all have been for you, Leonora, but now I have not one 
left They are all gone !' said she,- and she hid her face 
in Leonora's lap. 

' Gone ! gone where ?' said every one at once running 
up to her. , 

* Cecilia! Cecilia !' said she, sobbing. 

4 Cecilia,' repeated Leonora, ' what of Cecilia ? 

4 Yes, it was— it was.' 

' Come along with i.ie,' said Leonora, unwilling to have 
her friend exposed ; ' come, and I will get you some more 
strawberries.' 

4 Oh, I don't mind the strawberries indeed ; but I want- 
ed to have had the pleasure of giving them toyou.- 

Leonora 'took her up in her arms to carry her away, 
but it was too late. 

4 What, Cecilia ! Cecilia, who won the prize ! — it could 
not surely be Cicilia !' whispered every busy tongue. 

At this instant the bell summoned them in. 'There 
she is! — There she is !' cried they, pointing to an arbor, 
where Cecilia was standing ashamed and alone ; and as 
they passed her, some lifted up their hands and eyes with 
astonishment, others whispered and huddled mysterious- 
ly together, as if to avoid her: Leonora walked on, her 
head a little higher than usual. 

4 Leonora !' said Cecilia, timorously as she passed. 

* Oh, Cecilia ! who would have thought that you had 
a Sad heart?' 

Cecilia turned her head aside, and burst into tears. 
Oh no, indeed, she had not a bad heart !' cried Louisa .. 
gup to her, and throwing her arms rou ';•'?, r j r 
4 She's very sorry!— are not you, C t ■ .* '] „'■■',, ,].\ ',,,. 
i*t cry any more, for I forgive you wit v , , : . 4 ' , lt [ , {<. ' 
II love you now, though I said I di f . ' c / ;.',' ^ v 
a passion.' ; >. . . w 

Oh, you sweet-tempered girl !— 
lecilia, kissing her. 
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* Well thai, 3](Ou do, come akog with me, and dry 
your eyes, for they are so red!' 

* Go, my dear, and 111 come presently.' 

* Then I will keep a place lor you next Ao me ; tat 
you must make haste, or you will have tp come in when 
we have all sat down to supper, and then you will be so 
Stared at!— So don't stay now.' 

Cecilia followed Louisa with her eyes, till .she was oat 
of sight—* And is Louisa,' said she to herself, * the only 
one who would stop to pity me ? Mrs. Villars told me 
that this day should be mine ; she little thought how it 
would end ! paying these words, Cecilia threw herself 
down upon the ground; Jaer arm leaned upon a heap of 
turf which she had raised in the morning, and which, 
in the pride and gayety of her heart, she had called her 
throne. 

At this instant Mrs. ViHars came out to enjoy the se- 
renity of the evening, and passing by the arbor where 
Cecilia lay, she started ; Cecilia rose hastily. 

' Who is there r* said Mrs. Villars. 

* It is I, madam.' 
€ And who is IP 
« Cecilia.' 

* Why, what keeps you here, my dear— where are your 
companions ; this is, perhaps, one of the happiest days 
of your life.' 

4 God forbid, madam !' said Cecilia, hardly able to re- 
press her tears. 

* Why, my dear, what is the matter?' 
Cecilia hesitated. 

* Speak, my dear ; you know that when I ask you to 
teA me any thing as your friend, I never punish you as 
your governess : therefore you need not be afraid to tell 
me what is the matter/ 

• * -No, madam, I am not afraid but ashamed. You ask* 
*(! .me why I was not rnt % my companions r* 

* Why, inadam, becau&e they have all left me, and—' 

bat, my dear?' 

Ht they ail dislike me, and yet I don^t 

hould, for I take as much pains to please 

> my niastrrs seen), satisfied with me! 

i'am, were pleased this very morn* 
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fog to give me this bracelet; and I am sure you would 
not have given it to any one who did not deserve it.' 

4 Certainly not : you did deserve it for your application 
—for your successful application. The prize was for the 
most assiduous, not for the most amiable.' 

4 Then if it had been for the most amiable, it would not 
have been for me ?' 

Mrs. Villars, smiling,— -• Why, what do you think 
yourself, Cecilia? you are better able to judge than I 
am ; I can determine whether or no you apply to what 
I give you to learn; whether you attend to what I desire 
you to do, and avoid what I desire you not to do ; I know 
that I like you as a pupil, but I cannot know that I 
should like you as a companion, unless I were your com- 
panion : therefore I must judge of what I should do, by 
seeing what others do in the same circumstances.' 

* On, pray don't ma'am ! for then you would notjove 
me neither. — And yet I think you would love me ; for I 
hope that I am as ready to oblige, and as good-natured 

* Yes, Cecilia, I don't doubt but that you would be 
very good-natured to me, but I am afraid that I should 
not like you, unless you were good-tempered too.' 

* But, ma'am, by good-natured I mean good-tempered 
-—it's all the same thing.' 

4 No, indeed, I understand by them two very different 
things : you are good-natured, Cecilia, for you are desir- 
~ous to oblige, and serve your companions ; to gain them 
praise, and save them from blame ; to give them plea- 
sure, and relieve them from pain : butLeonora is good-tem- 
pered, for she can bear with their foibles, and acknow- 
ledge her own; without disputing about the right, she 
sometimes yields to those who are in the wrong : in short, 
her temper is perfectly good, for it can bear and forbear/ 

* I wish that mine could !' said Cecilia, sighing. 

* It may,' replied Mrs. Villars, ' but it is not wishes 
alone, which can improve us in any thing : turn the same 
exertion and perseverance, which have won you the 
prize to day, to this object, and you will meet with the 
same success; perhaps not on the first, the second, or 
the third attempt, but depend upon it that your will (f <. lV . 
last : every new efjjprt will weaken your bad ha»\ , * iV r 
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s t re n gt h en your good ones. But you must not expect to 
succeed all at once : I repeat it to you, for habit must be 
counteracted by habit. It would be as extravagant in 
us to expect, that all our faults could be destroyed fay 
one punishment, were it ever so severe, as it was in the 
Roman emperor we were reading of a few days ago, to 
wish that all the heads of his enemies were upon one 
neck, that he might cut them off at one blow.' 

Here Mrs. Villars took Cecilia by the hand, and they 
began to walk home. Such was the nature of Ceciha s 
mind, that when any object was forcibly impressed on 
her imagination, it caused a temporary suspension of her 
reasoning faculties. Hope was too strong a stimulus for 
her spirits; and when fear did take possession of her 
mind, it was attended with total debility : her vanity 
was now as much mortiled, as m the morning it had 
been elated. She walked on with Mrs. Villars in silence, 
until they came under the shade of the elm-tree walk, 
and then fixing her eyes upon Mrs. Villars, she stopped 
short — ' Do you think, madam,' said she, with hesitation, 
* Do you think, madam, that I have a bad heart ?* 

* A bad heart, my dear ! why what put that into your 
head?' 

4 Leonora said that I had, ma'am, and I felt ashamed 
when she said so.* 

'But, my dear, how can Leonora tell whether your 
heart be good or bad ? However, in the first place, tell 
me what you mean by a bad heart.' 

4 Indeed I do not know what is meant by it, ma'am ; 
but it is something which every body hates.' 

4 And why do they hate it?' 

4 Because they think that it wDl hurt them, ma'am, I 
believe : and that those who have bad hearts, take de- 
light in doing mischief; and that they never do any body 
any good but for their own ends.' 

* Then the best definition which you can give me of a 
bad heart is, that it is some constant propensity to hurt 
others, and to do wxrog for the sake of doing wrong.' 

*\\>. ■ '--■ ....«: lat is not all neither; there is still 
soViCU'.i.ig <.»>, ,..-,.:; something which I cannot ex- 
«tss — wimcj . ;*iu- . I ne\ er distinctly understood ; but 
th, thcreibr*, a was the more* afraid.' 
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•Well, then, toliegm with what you do understand, 
tefl me, Cecilia, do you really think it possible to be 
-wicked merely for the love of wickedness ? No human 
being: becomes wicked all at once; a man begins by doing 
wrong because it is, or because he thinks it for his inter- 
est; if he continue to do so, he must conquer his sense 
of shame, and loose his love of virtue. But how can 
you Cecilia, who feel such a strong sense of shame, and 
such an eager desire to improve, imagine that you have 
a bad heart?' 

* Indeed, madam, I never did, until every body told me 
so, and then I began to be frightened about it : this very 
evening, ma'am, when I was in a passion, I threw little 
Louisa s strawberries away ; which I am sure, I was 
very sorry for afterwards; and Leonora and every body 
cried out that I had a bad heart— but I am sure I was 
only in a passion.' 

* Very likely. — And when you are in a passion, as you • 
-call it, Cecilia, you see that you are tempted to do harm 
to others: if they do not feel angry themselves, they do 
not sympathize with you ; they do not perceive the mo- 
tive which actuates you, and then they say that you have 
a bad heart.— I dare say, however, when your passion 
is over, and when you recollect yourself you are very 
sorry for what you have done and said ; are not you ?' 

• Yes, indeed, madam— -very sorry.' , 

• Then make that sorrow of use to you, Cecilia, and 
fix it steadily in your thoughts, as you hope to be good 
and happy, that if yon suffer yourself to yield to your 
passion upon every trifling occasion, anger and its conse- 
quences will become familiar to your mind ; and in the 
same proportion your sense of shame will be weakened, 
till what you began with doing from sudden impulse, you 
will end with doing from habit and choice : and then you 
would indeed, according to our definition, have a bad 
heart/ 

' Oh, madam! I hope — I am sure I never shall.' 
4 No, indeed, Cecilia ; I do, indeed, believe that you 
never will; on the contrary, I think that you have a 
very good disposition ; and what is of infinitely more con- 
sequence to you, an active desire of improvement : shew 
me that you have as much perseverance as you have 
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candour, and I shall not despair of your becoming every 
tiding that I could wish.' 

Here Cecilia's countenance brightened, and she ran 
up the steps in almost as high spirits as she ran down 
them in the morning. / 

• Good night to you, CecBia,' said Mrs. Villars, as she 
was crossing the hall. 

4 Good night to you, madam,' said Cecilia ; and she 
ran up stairs to bed. 

She could not go to sleep, but she lay awake reflecting 
upon the events of the preceding day, and forming reso- 
lutions for the future ; at the same time considering that 
she had resolved, and resolved without effect, she wished 
to give her mind some more powerful motive : ambition 
she knew to be its most powerful incentive. 

' Have I not,* said she to herself, ' already won the 
prize of application, and cannot the same application 
procure me a much higher prize ? — Mrs. Villars said, 
that if the prize had been promised to the most amiable, 
it would not have been given to me ; perhaps it would 
not yesterday— perhaps it might not to-morrow ; but 
that is no reason that I should despair of ever deserving 
it.' 

In consequence of this reasoning Cecilia formed a de- 
sign of proposing to her companions that they should 
fjve a prize, the first of the ensuing month (the first of 
une) to the most amiable. Mrs. Villars applauded the 
scheme, and her companions adopted it with the greatest 
alacrity 

• Let the prize,' said they, • be a bracelet of our own 
hair ;* and instantly their shining scissors were produced, 
and each contributed a lock of their hair. They formed 
the most beautiful gradation of colours, from the palest 
auburn to the brightest black. Who was to have the 
honour of plaiting them was now the question. 

Caroline begged that she might, as she could plait very 
neatly, she said. 

Cecilia, however, was equally sure that she could do 
it much better, and a dispute would inevitably have en- 
sued, if Cecilia, recollecting herself just as her colour 
rose to scarlet, had not yielded— yielded, with no very 
good grace indeed, but as well as could be expected for 
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the first time. For it is habit which confers ease ; and 
without ease, even in moral actions, there can be no grace* 

The bracelet was plaited in the neatest manner by 
Caroline, finished round the edge with silver twist, and 
on it was worked, in \e smallest silver letters, this 
motto, to the most aniable. The moment it was 
completed, every body begged to try it on : it fastened 
with little silver clasps, and as it was made large enough 
for the eldest girls, it was too large for the youngest ; of 
this they bitterly complained, and unanimously entreated 
that it might be cut to fit them. 

4 How foolish!' exclaimed Cecilia; * don't you per- 
ceive, that if any of you win it, you have nothing to do 
but to put the clasps a little further from the edge ; but, 
if we get it, we can't make it larger.' 

* Very true,' said they, ' but you need not to have call- 
ed us foolish, Cecilia !' 

It was by such hasty and unguarded expressions as 
these, that Cecilia offended : a slight difference ii\ the 
manner makes a very material one in the effect ; Ceci- 
lia lost more love by general petulance, than she could 
gain by th% greatest particular exertions. 

How far she succeeded in curing herself of this defect, 
how far she became deserving of the bracelet, and to 
whom the bracelet was given, shall be told in the His- 
tory of the First of June. 
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CONTINUATION. 

THE BRACELETS. 

The first of June was now arrived, and all the young 
competitors were in a state of the most anxious suspense. 
Leonora and Cecilia, continued to be the foremost -can- 
didates ; their quarrel had never been finally adjusted, 
and their different pretensions now retarded all thoughts 
of a reconciliation. Cecilia, though she was capable of 
acknowledging any of her faults in public before all her 
companions, could not humble herself in private to Leo- 
nora : Leonora was her equal, they were her inferiors ; 
and submission is much easier to a vain mind, where 
it appears to be voluntary, than when it is the neces- 
sary tribute to justice or candour. So strongly did 
Cecilia feet this truth, that she even delayed making any 
apology, or coming to any explanation with Leonora, 
- until success should once more give her the palm. 

If I winjthe bracelet to-day, said she to herself; I will 
solicit the return of Leonora's friendship ; it will be 
more valuable to me than even the bracelet ; and at such 
a time, and asked in such a manner, she surely cannot 
refuse it to me. Animated with this hope of a double 
triumph, Cecilia canvassed with the most zealous activi- 
ty : by constant attention and exertion she had consider- 
ably abated the violence of her temper, and changed the 
course of her habits. Her powers of pleasing were now 
excited, instead of her abilities to excel ; and, if her 
talents appeared less brilliant, her character was acknow- 
ledged to be more amiable ; so great an influence upon 
our manners and conduct have the objects of our ambi- 
tion.— Cecilia Was now, if possible, more than ever desir- 
ous of doing what was right, but she had not yet acquir- 
ed sufficient fear of doing wrong. This was the funda- 
mental error of her mind : it arose in a great measure 
from her early education. 

Her mother died when she was very young; and 
though her father had supplied her place in the best and 
kindest manner, he had insensibly infused into his daugh- 
ter's mind a portion of that enterprising, independent 
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spirit, which he justly- deemed essential to the character 
of her brother : this brother was some years older than 
Cecilia, but he had always been the favourite companion 
of her youth : what her father's precepts inculcated, his 
example enforced, and even Cecilia's virtues conse- 
quently became such as were more estimable in a man, 
than desirable in a female. 

All small objects, and small errors, she had been 
taught to disregard as trifles ; and her impatient disposi- 
tion was perpetually leading her into more material 
faults ; yet her candour in confessing these, she had been 
suffered to believe, was sufficient reparation and atone- 
ment. 

Leonora, on the contrary, who had been educated by 
her mother in a manner more suited to her sex, had a 
character and virtues more peculiar to a female: her 
judgment had been early cultivated, and her good sense 
employed in the regulation of her conduct ; she had beep 
habituated to that restraint, which, as a woman, she was 
to expect in life, and early accustomed to yield; com- 
pliance in her seemed natural and graceful. 

Yet, notwithstanding the gentleness of her temper, she 
was in reality more independent than Cecilia ; she had 
more reliance upon her own judgment, and more satisf 
faction in her own approbation : though far from insensi- 
ble to praise, she was not liable to be misled by the indis- 
criminate love of admiration : the uniform kindness of 
her manner, the consistency and equality of her charac- 
ter, had fixed the esteem and passive love of her com- 
panions. 

, By passive love, we mean that species of affection, 
which makes us unwilling to offend, rather than anxious 
to oblige ; which is more a habit, than an emotion of the 
mind. For Cecilia, her companions felt active love, for 
she was active in shewing her love to tbeiri. 

Active love rises spontaneously in the mind, after feel- 
ing particular instances of kindness, without reflection 
on the past conduct or general character ; it exceeds the 
merits of its object, and is connected with a feeling of 
generosity, rather than with a sense of justice. 

Without determining which species of love is the most 
flattering to others, we can easily decide which is the 



THS BRACELETS. 49 

most agreeable feeling to our <fwn minds ; we give our 
hearts more credit for being generous than for being 
just ; and we feel more sett-complacency when we give 
oar love voluntarily, than when we yield it as a tribute 
which we cannot withhold. Though Cecilia's compa- 
nions might not know all this in theory, they proved it in 
practice ; for they* loved her in a much higher proportion 
to her merits, than they loved Leonora. 

Each of the young judges were to signiiy their choke* 
by putting a red or a white shell into a vase prepared 
for the purpose. Cecilia's- colour was red, Leonora's 
white, in the morning nothing was to be seen but these 
shells, nothing talked of but the long expected event of 
the evening. Cecilia followed Leonora's example, had 
made it a point of honour not to inquire of any individual 
her vote, previously to their final determination. 

They were both sitting together in Louisa's room : 
Louisa was recovering from the measles: every one, 
during her illness had been desirous of attending her ; 
but Leonora and Cecilia were the only two that were 
permitted to see her, as they alone had had the distem- 
per. They were both assiduous in their care of Louisa ; 
but Leonora's want of exertion to overcome any dis- 
agreeable feelings of sensibility, often deprived her of 
presence of mind, and prevented her from being so con- 
stantly useful as Cecilia. Cecilia, on the contrary, often 
made too much noise and bustle with her officious assist- 
ance, and was too anxious to invent amusements, and 
procure comforts for Louisa, without perceiving, that 
illness takes away the power of enjoying them. 

As she was sitting in the window in the morning, ex- 
erting herself to entertain Louisa, she heard the voice of 
an old pedlar, who often used to come to the house, 
Down stairs she ran immediately to ask Mrs. Villars's 
permission to bring him into the hall. 

Mrs, Viflars consented, and away Cecilia ran to pro- 
claim the news to her companions ; then first returning 
into the hall, she found the pedlar just unbuckling his 
box, and taking it off his shoulders. * What would you 
be pleased to want, Miss,' said he, * I've all kinds of 
tweezer-cases, rings, and lockets of all sorts,' continued 
he, opening all the glittering drawers successively. 
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•Oh!' said OeciKa, shutting the drawer of lockets 
which tempted her most, * these are notthe things wttich 
I want ; have you any china figures, any mandarins?? 

4 Alack-a-day, Miss, I had a great stock of that same 
china ware, but now I'm quite out of them kind of things ; 
but I belief e/ said he, rummaging in one of the deepest 
drawers, * I believe I hare one left, and here it is. 1 

4 Oh, that is the very thing! what's its price?' 

4 Only three shillings, ma'am.'-— Cecilia paid the mo- 
ney, and was just going to carry off the mandarin, 
when the pedlar took out of his great coat pocket a neat 
mahogany case : it was about a foot long, and fastened at 
each end by two little clasps ; it had, besides, a small 
lock in the middle. 

4 What is that ? said Cecilia, eagerly. 

4 It's only a china figure, Miss, which I am going to 
carry- to an elderly lady, who lives nigh hand, and who 
is mightyrfond of such things.' 
. * Could you let me look at it?' 
- 4 . And welcome, Miss/ said he, and opened the case. 

4 Oh goodness! how beautiful !' exclaimed Cecilia. 
: It was a figure of Flora, crowned with roses, and car- 
rying a basket of flowers in her hand. Cecilia contem- 
plated it with delight. • 4 How I should like to give this 
to Louisa,' said she to herself; and at last breaking si- 
lence, 4 did you promise it to the old lady ?' 

4 Oh no, Miss ; I didn't promise it, she never saw it ; 
and if so be that you'd like to take it, I'd make ho more 
words about it.' . 

4 And-how much does it cost ?* 

4 Why, Miss, as to that, 111 let you have it for haif-a- 
guinea.' 

. Cecilia immediately produced the box in which she 
.kept her. treasure, and, emptying it upon the table, she 
began to count the shillings: alas! there were but, six 
shillings. 'How. provoking!' said she, 4 then I can't 
.have, it— where's the mandarin ? Oh I have it,' said she, 
♦taking it up, and looking at it with the utmost disgust; 
4 is this the same that I had before ?* 

* Yes, Miss, the very same,' replied the pedlar, who, 
during this time, had been examining the little box out of 
which Cecilia had taken hec money; it was of silver. 
.* • . • - 
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'Why, ma'am/ said he, ' since you've taken such a 
fancy to the piece, if you've a mind to make up the re-, 
mamder of the money, I will take this here little box, if 
you care to part with it.'" 

Now this box was a keepsake from- Leonora to Ceci- 
lia. *No,' said Cecilia hastily, blushing a little, and 
stretching oat her hand to receive it. 

' Oh, Miss!' said he, returning it carelessly, ' I hope 
there's no offence ; I meant but to serve you, that's all ; 
such a rare piece of china- work has no cause to go a 
begging;' added he, putting the Flora deliberately into 
the case, then turning the key with a jerk, he let it drop 
into his pocket, and .lifting up his box by the leather 
straps, he was preparing to depart. 

' Oh, stay one minute !* said Cecilia, in whose mind 
there had passed a very warm' conflict during the ped- 
lar's harangue. /Louisa would so like this Flora,' said 
she, arguing with herself ; ' besides it would be so gener- 
ous in me to give it to her instead of that ugly manda- 
rin ; that would be doing only common justice, lor I pro- 
mised it to her, and she expects it. Though, wjien I 
came to look at this mandarin it is not even so good as 
hers was: the gilding is all rubbed off, so that I abso- 
lutely must buy this for her. Oh yes, I will, and she will 
be so delighted! and then every body will say it is the 
prettiest thing they ever saw, and the broken mandarin 
will be forgotten for ever.' 

Here Cecilia's hand moved, and she was just going to 
decide: 'Oh! but stop,' said she to herself, 'consider 
Leonora gave me this box,* and it is a keepsake; how- 
ever, now we have quarrelled, and I dare say that she 
would not mind my parting with it: I'm sure that I 
should not care, if she was to give away my keepsake 
the smelling bottle, or the ring, which I gave her ; so 
what does it signify ; besides, is it not my own, and have 
I not a right to do what I please with it.' 

At this dangerous instant for Cecilia, a party of her 
companions opened the door; she knew that they came 
as purchasers, and she dreaded her Flora's becoming the 
prize of some higher bidder. * Here,' said she, hastily 
putting the box into the pedlar's hand, without looking 
at it ; k take it, and give me the Flora.' Her hand trem- 
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bled, though she matched it tmpatkatly ; she ran by, 
without see ming to mind any of her companions— she 
almost wished to turn back. 

Let those who are tempted to^fo wrong by the hopes 
of future gratification, or the prospect of certain con- 
cealment and impunity, remember, that unless they are 
totally depraved, they bear/ in their own hearts a moni- 
tor, who will prevent their enjoying what they have ill 
obtained. 

in vain Cecilia ran to the rest of her companions, to 
display her present, in hopes that the applause of others 
would restore her own self-complacency; in rain she 
saw the Flora pass in due pomp from hand to hand, 
each vying with the other in extolling the beauty of the 
fatty and the generosity of the giver. Cecilia was sail 
displeased with herself, with them, and even with their 
praises from Louisa's gratitude, however, she yet ex- 
pected much pleasure, and immediately she ran up 
stairs to her room. 

In the mean time Leonora had gone into the hall to 
boy a bodkin ; she had just broken hers. In giving her 
change, the pedlar took out of his pocket, with some 
halfpence, the very box which Cecilia had sold to him. 
Leonora did not in the least suspect the truth, for her 
mind was above suspicion ; and besides, she had the ut- 
most confidence in Cecilia. * I should like to have that 
box,' said she, * for it is like one of which I was yery 
fond.' 

The pedlar named the price, and Leonora took the 
box ; she intened to give it to little Louisa. 

On going to her room she found her asleep, and she 
sat down softly by her bed-side. Louisa opened her 
eyes. 
' * I hope I did'nt disturb you,' said Leonora. 

* Oh no ; I did'nt hear you come in ; but what have 
vou got there?' 

4 It is only a little box ; would you like to have it ? I 
bought it on purpose for you, as I thought perhaps it 
would please you ; because it's like that which I gave 
Cecilia/ 

'Oh yes ! that out of which she used to give me Bar- 
bary drops:* I am very much obliged to you ; I always 
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thought that exceeding pretty, and this, indeed , is as Bice 
.it as possible. I can't unscrew it ; will you try ?' 

Leonora unscrewed it. 

' Goodness!' exclaimed Louisa, ' this roust be Ceci- 
lia's box ; look, don't you see a great L at the bottom 
of it*' 

Leonora's colour changed; * yes,' she replied calmly, 
( I see that, but it is no proof that k is Cecilia's ; tou 
know that I bought this box just now of the pedlar/ 

* That may be/ said Louisa ; ' but I remember scratch- 
ing that L with my own needle, and Cecilia scolded me 
for it too ; do go and ask her if she has lost her box— do/ 
repeated Louisa, pulling her by the ruffle, as she did not 
seem to listen. 

Leonora indeed did not hear* for she was lost in thought ; 
she was comparing circumstances, which had before 
escaped her attention : she recollected, that Cecilia had 
passed her, as she came into the hall, without seeming 
to see her, but had blushed as she passed. She remem- 
bered that the pedlar appeared unwilling to part with 
.the box, and was going to put it again into his pock- 
et with the halfpence: 'and why should he keep it in his 
pocket, and not shew it with his other things r— .Com- 
bining all these circumstances, Leonora had no longer 
any doubt of the truth ; for though she had honourable 
confidence in her friends, she had too much penetration 
to be implicitly credulous— 4 Louisa ;' she began, but at 
this instant she heard a step, which by its quickness, she 
knew to be Cecilia's, coming along the passage.—' If you 
love me, Louisa,' said Leonora, ' say nothing about the 
box.' 

' Nay, but why not ? I dare say she has lost it.' 

4 No, my dear, I'm afraid she lias not' Louisa looked 
surprised. 

4 3ut I have reasons for desiring you not to say any 
thing about it.' 

4 Well then, I won't indeed.' 

Cecilia opened the door, came forward smiling, as if se- 
cure of a good reception, and, taking the Flora out of the 
case, she placed it on the mantle-piece, opposite to Lou- 
isa's bed. 'Dear, how beautiful/ cried Louisa, starting up. 

4 Yes,' said Cecilia, 4 and guess who it's for?* 

E 2 
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•Forme, perhaps!* said the ingenuous Louisa. 

* Yes, take it, and keep it lor my sake: you know that 
I broke your mandarin. 

• Ohi bat this is a great deal prettier and larger than 
that/ 

* Yes, Iknow it is; and I meant that it should be so ; 
I should only have done what I was bound to do, if I had 
only given yon a mandarin/ 

• WeH, and that would have been enough, surely ; but 
what a beautiful crown of roses! and then that basket 
of flowers! they almost look as if I could smell them:— 
dear Cecilia ! I'm very much obliged to you, but I wont 
take it by way of payment for the mandarin you broke ; 
for I'm sure you could not help that ; and, besides, I should 
have broken it myself by this time. You shall give it to 
roe entirely, and FH keep it as long as I live as your 
keepsake/ 

Louisa stopped short and coloured. The word keep- 
sake recalled' the box to her mind, and all the train of 
ideas which the Flora had banished — ' But,' said she, look- 
ing up wishfully in Cecilia's face, and holding the Flora 
doubtfully, • did you — ' 

Leonora, who was just quitting the room, turned her 
head back, and gave Louisa a look, which silenced her. 

Cecilia was so infatuated with her vanity, that she nei- 
ther perceived Leonora's sign, nor Louisa's confusion, 
but continued shewing off her present, by placing it is 
various situations, till at length she put it into the case, 
and laying it down with an affected carelessness upon the 
bed, ' I must go now, Louisa. Good bye,' said she, run- 
ning up, and kissing her ; ' but I'll come again presently' 
•—then clapping the door after her, she went. 

But as soon as the fermentation of her spirits subsided, 
the sense of shame, which had been scarcely felt when 
mixed with so many other sensations, rose uppermost in 
her mind. ' What !' said she to herself, is it possible 
that I have sold what I promised to keep for ever ? and 
what Leonora gave me r and I have concealed it too, and 
have been making a parade of my generosity. Oh ! 
what would Leonora, what would Louisa, what would 
every body think of me* if the truth were known?' 

Humiliated and grieved by these reflections, Cecilia 
began to search in her own mind for some consoling idea. 
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She began to compare her Conduct with the conduct of 
others of her own age ; and at length, fixing her compa- 
rison upon her brotherGeorge, as the companion of whom, 
from her infancy, she had been habitually the most emu- 
Ions, she recollected, that an almost similar circumstance 
had once happened to htm, and that he had not only es- 
caped disgrace, but had acquired glory by an intrepid 
confession of his fault Her father's "words to her bro- 
ther, on the occasion, *he also perfectly recollected. 

' Come to me, George/ he said, holding out his hand, 
' you are a generous, brave boy ; they who dare to con- 
fess their faults will make great and good men.' 

These were his words ; but Cecilia, in repeating them 
to herself, forgot to lay that emphasis on the word men, 
which would have placed it in contra-distinction to the 
-word women. She willingly believed, that the observa- 
tion extended equally to both sexes, and flattered herself^ 
that she should exceed her brother in merit, if she own- 
ed a fault, ' which she thought that it would be so much 
more difficult to confess. ' Yes, but,' said she, stopping 
herself, ' how can I confess it? This very evening, in a 
few hours, the prize will be decided ; Leonora or I shall 
•win it : I have now as good a chance as Leonora, per- 
haps a better ; and must I give up all my hopes ? all that 
X have been labouring for this month past ! Oh I never 
<5an ;— if it were but to-morrow, or yesterday, or any day 
but this, I would not hesitate, but now 1 am almost cer- 
tain of the prise, and if I win it—well, why then I will— 
I think, I will tell all— yes I will ; I am determined,' said 
Cecilia. 

Here a bell summoned them to dinner; Leonora sat 
opposite to her, and she was not a little surprised, to see 
Cecilia look so gay and unconstrained. * Surely,' said she 
to herself, ' if Cecilia had done this, that I suspect, she 
would not, she could not look as she does.' But Leonora 
little knew the cause of her gayety ;. Cecilia was never in 
higher spirits, or better pleased with herself, than when 
she had resolved upon a sacrifice or a confession. 

• Must not the bracelet, this evening be given to the 
most amiable ? Whose then will it ber' All eyes glanced 
first at Cecilia, and then at Leonora. Cecilia smiled ; 
Leonora blushed. * I see that it is not yet decided,' said 
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Mrs. Vfllars ; and immediately they ran up stairs, amidst 
confused whisperings. 

Cecilia's voice could be distinguished far above the rest 

* How can she be so happy,' said Leonora to herself; 

* Oh Cecilia there was a time, when you could not have 
neglected me so !— when we .were always together, the 
best of friends and companions ; our wishes, tastes, and 

£leasures the same ! Surely she did once love me/ said 
■eonora to herself; « But now she is quite changed, she 
has even sold my keepsake ; and she would rather win a 
bracelet of hair from girls whom — she did not always 
think so much superior to Leonora, than have my esteem, 
my confidence, and my friendship, for her whole life ; yes, 
for her whole life ; for I am sure she will be an amiable 
woman : oh ! that this bracelet had never been thought of, 
or, that I was certain of her winning it ; for I am sure 
that I do not wish to win it from her : 1 would rather, a 
thousand times rather, that we were as we used to be, 
than have all the glory in the world ; and how pleasing 
Cecilia can be when she wishes to please ! — how candid 
she is ! — how much she can improve herself! — let me be 
just though she has offended me! — she is wonderfully 
improved within this last month : for one fault, and that 
against myself, should I forget all her merits ?' 

As Leonora said these last wordsj she could but iust 
hear the voices of her companions ; they had left her alone 
in the gallery — she knocked softly at Louisa's door— 

* Come in,' said Louisa, ' I'm not asleep ; oh,' said she, 
starting up with the Flora in her hand, the instant that the 
door was opened ; ' I am so glad you are come Leonora, 
for I did so long to hear what you were all making auch 
a noise about— have you forgot that the bracelet * 

• O ves ! is this the evening ?' 

• Well, here's my white shell for you, I've kent it in 
my pocket this fortnight ; and though Cecilia did give me 
this Flora, I still love you a great deal better.* 

• I thank you, Louisa,' said Leonora, gratefully, * I will 
take your shell, and I shall value it as long as I live ; but 
here is a red one, and if you wish to shew me that you 
love me, you will give this to Cecilia; I know that she is 
particularly anxious for your preference, and I am stfre 
that she deserves it.' 
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'Yes, if X could I would choose both of you; but you 
know I can only choose which *I like the best.' 

* If you mean my dear Louisa,' said Leonora,, ' that you 
like roe the best, I am very much obliged to you ; for, in- 
deed, I wish you to love me ; but it is enough for me to 
know it in private ; I should not feel the least more plea- 
sure at hearing it in public, or in having it made known 
to all my companions, especially at a time when it would 
give poor Cecilia a great deal of pain.' 

4 But why should it give her pain ; I don't like her for 
being jealous of you.' 

* Nay, Louisa, surely you don't think Cecilia jealous ; 
she only tries to excel, and to please* she is more anxious 
to succeed than I am, it is true, because she has a great 
deal more activity, and perhaps more ambition ; and it 
would really mortify her to lose this prize : you know 
that she proposed it herself, it has been her object for 
this month past, and I am sure she has taken great pains 
to obtain it. 

* But, dear Leonora, why should you loseit ?' 

* Indeed, nwdear, it would be no loss to me ; and, if it 
were, I would willingly suffer it for Cecilia ; for, though 
we seem not to be such good friends as we used to be, I 
love her very much, and she will love me again ; I'm sure 
she will ; when she no longer fears me as a rival, she will 
again love me as a friend.' 

Here Leonora heard a number of her companions run- 
ning along the gallery. They all knocked hastily at the 
door, calling * Leonora ! Leonora ! will you never come ? 
Cecilia lias been with us this half hour.' 

Leonora smiled, * Well, Louisa,' said she, smiling, - 
4 Will you promise me ? 

4 Oh, I'm sure, by the way they speak to you, that 
they won't give you the prize !' said the little Louisa ; and 
the tears started into her eyes. 

* They love me, though, for all that ; and as for the 
prize, you know whom I wish to have it.' 

* Leonora! Leonora!' called her impatient compa- 
nions ; ' don't you hear us ? What are you about ?' 

4 Oh she never will take any trouble about any thing,' 
said one of the party, 4 let's go away.' 

4 Oh go ! go ! make haste,' cried Louisa ; 4 don't stay, 
they acre so angry, I will, I will, indeed !' 
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•Remember, then, that you have promised me/ said 
Leonora, and she left the room. During all this time 
Cecilia had been in the garden with her companions. 
The ambition which she had felt to win the first prize, 
the prize of superior talents, and superior application, 
was not to be compared to the absolute anxiety , which 
she now expressed, to win this simple testimony of the 
love and approbation of her equals and rivals. 

To employ her exuberant activity, she had been drag' 
ring branches of lilacs, and laburnums, roses, and sweet 
briar, to ornament the bower in which her fate was to be 
decided. It was excessively hot, but her mind was en- 
gaged, and she was indefatigable. She stood still, at last, 
to admire her works ; her companions all joined in loud 
applause ; they were not a little prejudiced in her favour, . 
by the great eagerness which she expressed to win their 
prize, and by the great importance which she seemed to 
affix to the preference of each individual. At last, 4 where 
is Leonora r cried one of them, and immediately, as we 
have seen, they ran to call her. 

Cecilia was left alone ; overcome with heat, "and too 
violent exertion, she had hardly strength to support her- 
self ; each moment appeared to her intolerably long : she 
was in a state of the utmost suspense, and all her cou- 
rage foiled her ; even hope forsook her, and hope is a cor- 
dial which leaves the mind depressed and enfeebled. 
• The time is now come,' said Cecilia, ' in a few moments 

all will be decided. In a few moments! goodness 1 

how much do I hazard ! If I should not win the prize, 
how shall I confess what I have done ? How shall I beg 
Leonora to forgive me? I. who hoped to restore my 
friendship to her as an honour !-~they are gone to seek 
for her— the moment she appears I shall be forgetten — 
what shall — what shall I do!' said Cecilia, covering her 
face* with her hands. 

Such was her situation, when Leonora, accompanied 
by her companions, opened the hall-door ; they most of 
them ran forwards to Cecilia. As Leonora came into 
the bower, she held out her hand to Cecilia — * we are 
not rivals but friends, I hope/ said she : Cecilia clasped 
her hand, but she was in too great agitation to speak. 

The table was now set in the arbour— Thcr vase was 
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nowplaced in the middle. ' Well J' said Cecilia, eagerly, 
'who begins?' Caroline, one of her friends, came for- 
wards first, and then all the others successively.— Cecilia's 
emotion was hardly conceivable. * Now they are all in ! 
—count them, Caroline !* 

* One, two, three, four ; the numbers are both equal.' 
There was a dead silence. ) 

* No, they are not,' exclaimed Cecilia, pressing forward 
and putting a shell into a vase— 4 1 have not given mine, 
and 1 give it to Leonora/ Then snatching the bracelet, 
* it is yours, Leonora,' said she, ' take it, and gioe me 
back your friendship.' The whole assembly. gave an uni- 
versal clap, and shout of applause. . 

'I cannot be surprised at this from you, Cecilia,' said 
Leonora; 'and do you then still love me as you used to 
do?' 

* Oh Leonora ! stop ! don't praise me ; I don't deserve 
this,' said she, turning to her loudly applauding compa- 
nions ; * you will soon despise me—oh, Leonora, you will 
never forgjve me!— I have deceived you— I have sold— * 

At this instant Mrs. Villars appeared— the crowd di- 
vided—she had heard all that passed from her window. 

4 1 applaud your generosity, Cecilia,' said she, ' but I 
am to tell you, that in this instance it is unsuccessful : you 
have it not in your power to give the prize to Leonora — 
It is yours— I have another vote to give you— you have 
forgotten Louisa.' 

* Louisa ! but surely, ma'am Louisa loves Leonorabet- 
ter than she does me !' 

4 She commissioned me, however,' said Mrs. Villars, 
4 to give you a red shell, and you will find it in this box/ 

Cecilia started, and turned as pale as death— it was the 
fetal box. 

Mrs. Villars produced another box — she opened it — 
it contained the Flora ;— * And Louisa also desired me,' 
said she, * to return you this Flora* — she put it into Ceci- 
lia's hand— Cecilia trembled so that she could not hold 
it; Leonora caught it. 

4 Oh madam ! oh Leonora !' exclaimed Cecilia ; ' now 
I have no hope left : I intended, I was just going to 
tell >' 
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4 Dear Cecilia,' said Leonora, •you netid not tell it me, 
I know it already, and I forgive you with all my heart/* 

* Yes, I can prove to you,' said Mrs. ViHars, * that 
Leonora has forgiven you : it is she who has given you 
the prize ; it was she who persuaded Louisa to give you 
her vote. I went to see her a little while ago, and per- 
ceiving, by her countenance, that something was the mat- 
ter, I pressed her to tell me what it was. 

* Why, madam/ said she, • Leonora has made me pro* 
rake to give my shell to Cecilia ; now I don't love Cecilia 
half CD well as I do Leonora ; besides, I would not have 
Cecilia think I vote for her because she gave me a Flora.' 

, Whilst Louisa was speaking/ continued Mrs. Villars, 
4 1 saw the silver box lying on the bed ; I took it up, and 
asked, if it was not yours, and how she came by it. 

* Indeed, madam/ said Louisa, * I could have been al- 
most certain that it was Cecilia's ; but Leonora gave it 
me, and she said that she bought it of the pedlar this 
morning ; if any body else had told me so, I could not 
have believed them, because I remembered the box so 
well ; but I can't help believing Leonora.' 

' But did not you ask Cecilia about it ?' said I. 

* No, madam/ replied Louisa, * for Leonora forbad 
me/ 

' 1 guessed her reason. Well/ said I, ' give me the 
box, and I will carry your shell in it to Cecilia/ 

' Then, madam/ said she, * If I must give it her, pray 
do take the Flora, and return it to her first, that she may 
not think it is for that I do it.' 

* Oh, generous Leonora !' exclaimed Cecilia ; » • -but in- 
deed, Louisa, I cannot take your shell/ 

' Then, dear Cecilia, accept of mine instead of it ; you 
cannot refuse it, I only follow your example; as for the 
bracelet/ added Leonora, taking Cecilia's hand, * I assure 
you I don't wish for it, and you do, and you deserve it/ 

* No/ said Cecilia, * indeed I do not deserve it ; next 
to you surely Louisa deserves it best/ 

' Louisa! oh yes, Louisa/ exclaimed every body with 
one voice. 

' Yes,' said Mrs. Villars, ' and let Cecilia carry the 
bracelet to her; she deserves that reward. For one fault 
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I cannot forget all your merits, CecOta; nor, I am sure, 
will your companions.' 

* Then, surely, not your best friend,' said Leonora kiss- 
higher. 

jEvery body present was moved—they looked up to 
Leonora with respectful and affectionate admiration. 

4 Oh, Leonora, now I love you! and how I wish to be 
like you !' exclaimed Cecilia, * to be as good, as gene- 
rous! 9 

* Rather wish, Cecilia,' interrupted Mrs. Villars, * to 
be as just ; to be as strictly honourable, and as invariably 
consistent. 

Remember, that many of our sex are capable of great 
efforts, of making, what they call great sacrifices to vir- 
tue, or .to friendship; but few treat their friends with 
habitual gentleness, or uniformly conduct themselves with 
prudence and good sense.* 
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PART r. 

Mrs. Temple had two daughters, Emma and Helen ; 
she had taken a great deal of care of their education, 
and they were veiy fond of their mother, and particular- 
ly happy whenever she had leisure to converse with 
tneni : they used to tell her every thing, that they thought 
and felt ; so that she had it in her power early to cor- 
rect, or rather to teach them to correct any little faults 
in their disposition, and to rectify those errors of judg- 
ment, to which young people, from want of experience, 
are so liable. 

Mrs. Temple lived in the country, and her society was 
composed of a few intimate friends ; she wished, espe- 
cially during the education of her children, to avoid the 
numerous inconveniences of what' is called an extensive 
acquaintance. However, as her children grew older, it 
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wafrnecessary, that they should be accustomed to see a 
variety of characters, and still more necessary, that they 
should learn to judge of them. There was little danger 
of Emma's being hurt by the first impressions of new 
feces and new ideas : but Helen, of a more vivacious 
temper, had not yet acauired her sister's good sense. 
We most observe, that Helen was a little disposed to be 
fond of novelty, and sometimes formed a prodigiously 
high opinion of persons, whom she had seen but for a 
few hours. * Not to admire/ was an art, which she 
had to learn. 

When Helen was between eleven and twelve years 
old Lady S— r returned from abroad, and came to re- 
side at her country seat, which was very near Mrs. Tem- 
ple's. The lady had a daughter, Lady Augusta, Who 
was a little older than Helen. One morning a fine coach 
drove to the door, and Lady S ■ and her daughter 
were announced.— -We shall not say any thing at present 
of either of the ladies, except that Helen was much de- 
lighted with them, and talked of nothing else to her sis- 
ter all the rest of the day. 

The next morning, as these two sisters were sitting at 
work in their mother's dressing-room, the following con- 
versation began : 

' Sister, do you like pink or blue the best ?' said Helen. 

* 1 don't know ; blue, I think.' 

* O blue to be sure. Mother which do you like best ?' 
. * Why 'tis a question of such importance; I must have 
time to deliberate ; I am afraid I like pink the best.' 

* Pink ! dear, that's very odd !— But mamma, did'nt you 
think yesterday, that Lady Augusta's sash was a remark- 
ably pretty pale blue?' 

* Yes ; JL thought it was very pretty ; but as I have 
seen a great many such sashes, I did not think it was any 
thing very remarkable.' 

* Well, perhaps it was not remarkably pretty ; but 
you'll allow, ma'am, that it was very well put on.' 

* It was put on as other sashes are, as well as I re' 
member.' 

' I like Lady Augusta exceedingly mother.* 

* What ! because she has a bhie'sash?' 
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* No, I'm not quite so silly as that/ said Helen, laugh- 
ing; ' not because she has a blue sash.' 

* Why then did you like her? because it was well pat 
on ?* 

4 O, no, no.' 

« Why then ?' 

4 Why ! mamma, why do you ask why ?— I can't teB 
why.— You know one often likes and dislikes people at 
. first without exactly knowing why/ 

* One ! whom do you mean by one ?' „ 

* Myself and eveiy body/ ** 

* You perhaps, but not every body ; for only silly people 
like and dislike without any reason/ 

' But I hope I'm not one of the ssilly people ; I only 
meant that I had no thought about it, I dare say if I were 
to think about it, I should be able to give you a great ma- 
ny reasons/ 

* I shall be contented with one good one, Helen/ 

* Well then, ma'am, in the first place, 1 liked her be 
cause she was so good-humoured/ 

* You saw her but for one half hour. Are ,vou sure, 
that she is good-humoured ?' 

* No, ma'am ! but I'm sure she looked very good-hu- 
moured/ 

•That's another affair; however I acknowledge it is 
reasonable, to feel disposed to like any one, who has a good- 
humoured countenance, because the temper has, I believe, 
a very strong influence upon certain muscles of the face ; 
and, Helen, though you are no great physiognomist, we 
.will take it for granted, that you were not mistaken ; now 
I did not think Lady Augusta had a remarkably good- 
tempered countenance, but 1 hope that I am mistaken ; 
was this your only reason for liking her exceedingly ?' 

' No, not my only reason ; I liked her — because— be- 
cause— indeed, ma'am/ said Helen, growing a little impa- 
tient at finding herself unable to arrange her own ideas, 
• indeed, ma'am, I don't just remember any thing in par- 
ticular, but I know I thought her very agreeable altoge- 
ther/ 

* Saying that you think a person very agreeable altoge- 
ther, may be a common mode of expression, but I am 
obliged to inform vou, that it is no reason, nor do I exact- 

F 2 

Digitized by GoOgle 



p6 MABEMOISELLE PAKACRE. 

ly comprehend what it means, unless it means, in other 

words, that yon don't choose to be at the trouble of think- 
ing. I am sadly afraid, Helen, that you must be content 
at last, to be ranked among the silly (Hies, who like and 
dislike without knowing why.— Hey, Helen ?' 
, ' O, no indeed, mother,' said Helen, putting down her 
work. 

' My dear, I am sorry to distress you, but what are be- 
come of the great many good reasons ?' 

* O, I have them still ; but then I'm afraid to tell them, 
because Emma will laugh at me ?' 

4 No, indeed, 1 won't laugh,' said Emma — * besides, if 
you please, I can go away. 9 

4 No, no, sit still ; I will tell them directly-— Why, mo- 
ther, you know, before we saw Lady Augusta, every body 
told us how pretty, and accomplished, and agreeable she 
was.' . 

4 Every body !— nobody that I remember,' said Em- 
ma, ' but Mrs, H. and Miss K.' 

4 O, indeed, sister, and Lady M. too.' 

4 Well, and Lady M. that makes three.' 

* But are three people every body ?* 

' * Ne* to be sure, said Helen, a little disconcerted ; * But 
you premised not to laugh at me Emma.— However, mo- 
ther, without joking, I am sure Lady Augusta is very ac- 
complished at least. Do you know, ma'am, she has a 
French governess ? But I forget her name.' 

4 Never mind her name, it is litde to the purpose.' 

4 O, but I recollect it now ; Mademoiselle Panache.' 

* Why, undoubtedly, Lady Augusta's having a French 
governess, and her name being Mademoiselle Panache* 
are incontrovertible proofs of the excellence of her educa- 
tion ; but I think you said you were sure, that she was 
very accomplished ; what do you mean by accomplished r* 

4 Why, that she dances extremely well, and that she 
speaks French and Italian, and that she draws exceed- 
i ngly well indeed; takes likenesses, mamma ! likenesses 
in miniature, mother !' 

4 You saw them, I suppose ?' 

4 Saw them ! No, I did not see them, but I heard of 
them.' 

4 That's a singular method of judging of pictures. 9 
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* Bat however, she certainly plays extremely well up- 
<xt the piano-forte, and understands music perfectly. I 
have a particular reason for knowing this, however.' 

* You* did not hear her play r* 

'No; but I saw an Italian song written in her own 
hand, and she told me she set k to music herself/ 

* You saw her music, and heard her drawings ;— excel- 
lent proofs ! — Well, but her dancing ?' 

' Why, she told me the name of her dancing-master, 
and it sounded like a foreign name. 9 

* So, I suppose, he must be a good one,' said Emma* 



' But, seriously, I do believe she is sensible.' 

* Weil : your cause of belief ?' 

* Why, I asked her if she had read much history, and 
she answered, 'a little;* but I saw by her look, she 
meant a great deal* 

* Nay, Emma ! you are laughing now ; I saw you smile/ 
4 Forgive her, Helen, indeed it was very difficult to help 

it,* said Mrs. Temple. , 

4 Well, mother,' said Helen, 4 1 believe I have been a 
little hasty h\my judgment, and all my good reasons are 
reduced to nothing: I dare say all this time Lady Au- 
gusta is very ignorant, and very ill-natured.' 

* Nay ; now you are going into the opposite extreme: 
it is possible, she may have all the accomplishments, and 
good qualities, which you first imagined her to have: I 
only meant to shew you, that you had no proofs of them 
hitherto.' 

4 But, surely, mother, it .would be but good-natured, 
to believe a stranger to be amiable and sensible, when 
we know nothing to the contrary ; strangers may be as 
good as the people we have known all our lives ; so it 
would be very hard upon them, and very silly in us too, 
if we were to take it tor granted, they were every thing 
that was bad, merely because they were strangers.' 

4 You do not yet reason with perfect accuracy, Helen ; 
is there no difference between thinking people every 
thing that is good and amiable, and taking it for granted, 
that they are every that is bad?' 

4 But then, mother, what can one do?— To be always 
doubting and doubting is vety disagreeable : and at first, 
when one knows nothing of a person* how can we judge.' 
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"There is no necessity that I can perceive, for your 
judging of people's characters the very instant they come 
into a room, which I supposse, is what you mean by ' at 
first/ And though it be disagreeable, to be always 
• doubting and doubting,' yet it is what we must submit 
to patiently, Helen, unless we should submit to the con- 
sequences of deciding ill ; which, let me assure you, my 
little daughter, are infinitely more disagreeable.' 

* Then,' said Helen, ' I had better doubt and doubt a 
little longer, mother, about Lady Augusta.' 

Here the conversation ended. A few days afterwards 
Lady Augusta came with her mother, to dine at Mrs. 
Temple's. . For the first hour Helen kept her resolution, 
and with some difficulty maintained her mind in the pain- 
ful, philosophic state of doubt ; but the second hour He- 
len thought, that it would be unjust to doubt any longer; 
especially as Lady Augusta had just shewn her a French 
pocket fan, and at the very same time observed to Em- 
ma, that her sister's hair was a true auburn colour. 

In the evening, after they had returned from a walk, 
they went into Mrs. Temple's dressing-room, to look at 
a certain black japanned cabinet, in which Helen kept 
some dried specimens of plants, and other curious things. 
Half the drawers in this cabinet were her's, and the 
other half her sister's. Now Emma, though she was 
sufficiently obliging and polite towards her new acquaint* 
ance, was by no means enchanted with her ; nor did she 
feel the least disposition, suddenly to contract a friend- 
ship with a person she had seen but for a few hours. 
This reserve, Helen thought, shewed some want of feel- 
ing, and seemed determined* to make amends for it by 
the warmth and frankness of her own manners. She 
opened all the drawers of the cabinet ; and whilst Lady 
Augusta looked and admired, Helen watched her eye, 
•as Aboulcasem, in the Persian Tales, watched the eye 
of the stranger, to whom he was displaying his treasures. 
Helen, it seems, had read the story, which had left a 
deep imprtssion upon her imagination ; and she had long 
determined, on the first convenient opportunity, to imi- 
tate the conduct of the 4 generous Persian.' Immediate- 
ly, therefore, upon, observing that any thing struck her 
guest's fancy, she withdrew it, and secretly set it apart 
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for her, as Aboufcasem set apart the slave, and the cup, 
and the peacock. At niriit wben Lady Augusta was 
preparing to depart, Helen slipped out of the room, 
packed up the things, and, as Abocdcasem wrote a scroll 
with his presents, she thought it necessary, to accom- 
pany hers with a bfflet. All this being accomplished 
with much celerity, and some trepidation, she hurried 
down stairs, jjave nerpacketto one of the servants, and 
saw it lodged in Lady S.'s coach. 

When the visit was ended, and Helen and Emma had 
retired to their own room at night, they began to talk 
instead of going to sleep/— * Well, sister,' said Helen, 
•and what did you give to Lady Augusta?* 

*l! nothing. 9 

« Nothing v repeated Helen, in a triumphant tone; 
•then she will not think you very generous/ 

• I do not want her to think me very generous,' said 
Eltima, laughing ; — • neither do I think, that giving of 
presents to strangers is always a proof of generosity/ 

• Strangers or no strangers, that makes no difference ; 
fcr surely a person's giving away any tiling, that they like 
themselves, is a pretty certain proof, Emma, of their 
generosity.' 

• Not quite so certain,' replied Emma; 'at least I 
mean as far as I can judge of my own mind ; I know I 
have sometimes given things away, that I liked myself; 
merely because I was ashamed to refuse ; now I should 
not call that generosity, but weakness ; and besides, I 
think it does not make a great deal of difference, Helen, 
whether you mean to sneak of strangers or friends. I 
am sure, at this instant, if there is any thing of mine in 
that black cabinet, that you wish for, Helen, 111 give it 
you with the greatest pleasure.' 

' And not to Lady Augusta.' 

• No; I could not do both; and do you think I wouloT 
make no distinction between a person I have lived with 
and loved for years, and a stranger, whom I know and 
care very little about P 

Helen was touched by this speech, especially as she 
entirely believed her sister, for Emma was not one who 
made sentimental speeches. 

A short time after this visit, Mrs. Temple took her 
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two daughters with her, to dine at Lady S— ~'s. As 
they happened to go rather earlier than usual, they found 
nobody in the drawing-room but the French governess, 
Mademoiselle Panache. Helen, it seems, had conceived 
a very sublime idea of a French governess, and when she 
first came into the room, she looked up to Mademoiselle 
Panache with a mixture of awe and admiration. Ma- 
demoiselle was not much troubled with any of that awk- 
ward reserve, which seems in England sometimes to 
keep strangers at bay for the first quarter of an hour of 
their acquaintance ; she could not, it is true, speak Eng- 
lish very fluently, but this only increased her desire to 
speak it; and between two languages she found means, 
with some difficulty, to express herself. The conversa- 
tion, after the usual preliminary nothings had been gone 
over, turned upon France, and French literature ; Mrs. 
Temple said she was going to purchase some French 
books for her daughters, and very politely begged to 
know what authors Mademoiselle would particularly 
recommend. * Vat auteurs ! you do me much honour, 
madame— Vat auteurs! why Mesdemoiselles, There's 
Telamaque and Belisaire? 

Helen and Emma had read Telemaque and Belisaire, 
so Mademoiselle was obliged to think again — * Attendez /' 
cried she, putting up her fore finger in an attitude of re- 
collection. But the resultjof all her recollection was still 
* lielkaire' and * Telemaque / and an Abbe* 8 book, whose 
name she could not remember, though she remembered 
perfectly well, that the uork was published * tan mUle 
six cent quatre vingts dix.' 

Helen could scarcely forbear smiling, so much was 
her awe and admiration of a French governess abated. 
Mrs. Temple, to relieve Mademoiselle from the per- 
plexity of searching fur the Abbe's name, and to avoid 
the hazard of going; out of her circle of French litera- 
ture, mentioned Gil Bias ; and observed, that, though it 
was a book universally put into the hands of very young 
people, she thought Mademoiselle judged well in prefer- 
ring— 

* O !' interrupted Mademoiselle * Je me trouve bien 
heureuse — I am quite happy, madame, to be of your 
way of (inking — I never would go to choose to put Gil Bias 
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Into no pupils of mine's hands, until they were perfectly 
mistress of de ideome d&la langue* 

It was not the idiom, but the morality of the book to 
which Mrs. Temple^had alluded ; but that, it was very 
plain, occupied no part of Mademoiselle Panache's at- 
tention ; her object was solely to teach her pupil French. 
* Mais pour Muadi Augusta,' cried she, ' C*est vraiment 
un fietit prodige /—You, madame, you are a judge.—- 
On le voit Men. You know how much difficile it be, to 
compose French poesie, because of de rhymes, de mascu- 
Gn, feminine, de neutre genre of noun substantive and 
adjective, all to be consider in spite of de sense in our 
rhymes j^Jene m'expRque pas.— Mais enfin — de natives 
themselves very few come to write passably in poesie ; 
except it be your great poets by profession. Cependant* 
madame, Muadi Augusta, I speak de truth, not one word 
of lies, MUadi Augusta write poesie just the same with 
prose — Veritablement comme un ange ! Et puis* con- 
tinued Mademoiselle Panache 

But she was interrupted by the entrance of the ' little 
angel' and her mother. Lady Augusta wore a rose- 
coloured sash to-day, and Helen no longer preferred blue 
to pink — Not long after they were seated, Lady S 
obseryedi that her daughters face was burned by being 
opposite to the fire ; and, after betraying some symptoms 
of anxiety, cried — ' Mademoiselle, why will you always 
let Augusta sit so near the fire ? My dear, how can you 
bear to burn your face so? Do be so good, for my sake, 
to take a screen.' 

* There is no screen in the room, ma'am, I believe/ 
said the young lady, moving or seeming to move her 
chair three quarters of an inch backwards. 

* No screen !* said lady S , * looking round ; * I 
thought, Mademoiselle, your screens were finished.' 

* Oh oui, madame, dey be finish ; but I forget to make 
'dem come down stairs. 9 

* I hate embroidered screens,' observed Lady S , 
turning away her head ; for one is always afraid to use 
them.* - 

Mademoiselle immediately rose to fetch one of hers. 

* Ne vous deranges pas ; Mademoiselle* said Lady 
S— ~ carelessly.— And whilst she was out of the room, 
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turning to Mrs. Temple, * Have you a French govettk- 
ess ?' said she, « I think you told me not/ 

* No/ said tyfrs. Temple, * I have no thoughts of any 
governess for my daughters. 9 

« Why, indeed, I don't know but you are quite rfebt 
for they are sad plagues to have in one's house; besides, 
J believe too, in general, they are a sad set of people 
But what can one do, you know ? One must submit to all 
that; for they tell me, there's no other way. of securing 
to one's children a good French pronunciations-How wip 
you manage about that P 

' Helen and Emma,' said Mrs. Temple, * read and un- 
derstand French as well as I could, wish, and if ever thgr 
go to France, I hope they will be able to catch the accent 
as I have never suffered them to acquire any fixed bad 
habits of sneaking it.' 

4 O,' said Lady S— ■, * bad habite are what I dread 
of all things for Augusta ; I assure you I was particular- 
ly nice about the choice of a governess for her ; so many 
of these sort of people come over here from Switzerland, 
or the French provinces, and speak a horrid jargon.— It's 
very difficult to meet with a person you c<xu\l entirely 
depend upon.' 

4 Very difficult indeed, 9 said Mrs. Temple, 

* However,* continued her ladyship, • I think myself 
most exceedingly fortunate; lam absolutely certain, 
that Mademoiselle Panache comes from Paris, and was 
born and educated there ; so I feel quite at ease ; and as 
to the rest,* said she, lowering her voice, but only lower- 
ing it sufficiently to fix, Lady Augusta's attention—:* as 
.to the rest, 1 shall part with her when my daughter is a 
year or two older; so you know she can do no great 
harm. Besides. 9 said she, speaking louder, * I really 
havegreat confidence in her, and Augusta, and she s 
to agree vastly well. 9 



yell, that's the chief thing :. I would work upon i 
'child's sensibility ; that's my notion of education, saift 
Lady S— to Mrs. Temple, affecting a sweet smile— 
•Take care of the heart at any rate— there I'm sure, at 
least, I may depend on Mademoiselle Panache, for sheas 
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1&e best creature in the World ! IVe the highest opinion 
gtf her : not that I would trust my own judgment, but she 
was most exceedingly well recommended to me/ 

Mademoiselle Panache came into the room again, just 
as Lady S finished her last sentence ; she brought 
one of her own worked screens in her hand. Helen look- 
ed at Lady Augusta, expecting that she would at least 
have gone to meet her governess ; but the young lady 
never offered to rise from her seat ; and when poor Ma- 
demoiselle presented the screen to her, she received it 
•with the utmost nonchalance, only interrupting her con* 
versation by a slight bow of the head. Helen and Em- 
ma looked down, feeling both ashamed and shocked at 
manners, which they could neither think kind nor po- 
lite. 

However, it was no wonder, that the pupil should not 
be scrupulously respectful towards a governess, whom 
ber mother treated like a waiting-maid. 

More carriages now came to the door, and the room 
was soon filled with company. The young ladies dined 
at the side-table with Mademoiselle Panache ; and dur- 
jngdinner, Emma and Helen quite won her heart.-—' Vio- 
£fc des DemofcrUe* des fdttafiolies !* she said with em- 
phasis; and it is true, that they were particularly care- 
mi to treat her with the greatest attention and respect, 
not only from their general habits of good breeding, and 
from a sense of propriety, but from a feeling of pity and 
generosity; they could not bear to think, that a person 
should be treated with neglect or insolence merely be- 
cause their situation and rank happen to be inferior. 

Mademoiselle, pleased with their manners, was parti- 
cularly officious in entertaining them ; and when the rest 
of the company had sat down to cards, she offered to shew 
them the house, which was large and magnificent. 

Helen and Emma were very glad to be relieved from 
their seats beside the card-table, and from perpetually 
hearing of trumps, odd tricks, and honours ; so that they 
eagerly accepted Mademoiselle's proposal. 

The last room which they went into was Lady Au- 
gusta's apartment, in which her writing-desk, her araw* 
ing-box, and her piano-forte stood. It was very elegantly 
furnished ; and at one end was a handsome bookcase. 

vol* ir. o 
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which immediately attracted Helen and Emma's atten- 
tion. Not Lady Augusta's : her attention, the moment 
she came into the room, was attracted by a hat, which 
Mademoiselle had been making up in the morning, and 
which lay half finished upon the sofa. ' Well, really this 
is elegant !' said she ; * certainly, Mademoiselle, you have 
the best taste in the world !— Isn't it a beautiful hat ?' said 
she, appealing to Helen and Emma. 

• O, yes/ replied Helen, instantly; for as she was no 
great judge, she was afraid to hazard her opinion, and 
thought it safest to acquiesce in Lady Augusta's. Emma, 
on the contrary, who did not think the hat particularly 
pretty, and who dared to think for herself, was silent 
And certainly it requires no common share of strength 
of mind, to dare to think for one's self about a hat. 

In the mean time Mademoiselle put the finishing stroke 
to her work ; and observing that the colour of the ribbon 
would become Helen's complexion— ' Mervetfleuee- 
ment l—Permtitez % Mademoiselle? said she, putting it 
lightly upon her head— 4 Qu'elte est charmante 7 Qu'eUe 
tstbiencomme cat — Quite anoderting! Mademoudk 
Helen est charmante J 9 cried the governess with enthu- 
siasm ; and her pupil echoed her exclamations with equal 
enthusiasm, till Helen would absolutely have been persuad- 
ed, that some sudden metamorphosis had taken place 
in her appearance, if her sister's composure had not hap- 
pily preserved her in her sober senses. She could not, 
however, help feeling a sensible diminution of merit and 
happiness, when the hat was lifted off her head. 

• What a very pretty coloured ribbon !' said she. 
. ' That's pistachio colour,' said Lady Augusta. 

• Pistachio colour!' repeated Helen, withuadmiration. 

• Pistachio colour,' repeated her sister coolly ; ' I did 
not know that was the name of the colour/ 

*BonDieul 9 said Mademoiselle, lifting up her hands 
and eyes to Heaven ; ' Bon JDieu ! not know depistachea 
colour I* 

Emma, neither humbled nor shocked at her own ig- 
norance, simply said to herself, * Surely it is no crime, 
not to know a name 9 But Mademoiselle s abhorrent and 
amazed look produced a very different effect upon He- 
len's imagination ; she felt all the anguish of false shame, 
that dangerous infirmity of weak minds. 
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* Aw /• said MademoisdQe Panache to herself, observ- 
ing the impression which she had made : * ftofa un bon 
sujet au moms.' And she proceeded with more officious- 
ness perhaps than politeness, to reform certain minutiae in 
Helen's dress, which were not preciselyadjusted according 
to what she called the mode : she having the misfortune 
to be possessed of that intolerant spirit, which admits but 
of one mode; a spirit which is common to all persons, who 
have seen but little of the world, or of good company ; and 
Who consequently cannot conceive the liberality of senti- 
ment, upon all matters of taste and fashion, which distin- 
guishes well-bred and well-educated people. 

■ Pardonnez, Mademoiselle Helen/ said she : « Per- 
mUtez* — altering things to her fancy — < unfletUfihts—et 
unfielit/Uus :. out cotnme ca—comme ca—Bwn !—Bien I 
~-Ah non ! — Cela est vilain—affrettse ! Mais tenez, ton- 
Jours comme ca ; ressouvenez vous bien f Mademoiselle 
—Ah bon J vote voild mtee a quaires ^/tingles.' 

• A quatres Sfiingles !* repeated Helen to herself. 
* Surely/ thought Emma, ' that is a vulgar expression ; 
Mademoiselle is not as elegant in her taste for language 
as for dress/ Indeed two or three technical expressions, 
which afterwards escaped from this lady, joined to the 
prodigious knowledge sne displayed of the names, quali- 
ties, and value of ribbons, gauzes, feathers, &c had ex* 
cited a strong suspicion in Emma's mind, that Mademoi- 
selle Panache herself might possibly have had the honor 
to be a milliner. 

The following incident sufficiently confirmed her sus- 
picions:— ^Whilst Mademoiselle was dressing and un- 
dressing Helen, she regularly carried every pin which 
she took out to her mouth. 

Helen did not perceive this manoeuvre, it being per- 
formed with habitual celerity ; but seeing that all the pins 
were vanished, she first glanced her eye upon the table, v 
and then on the ground, and still not seeing her pins, she 
felt in her pocket for her pincushion, and presented it— 
' ' Ten ai assez bien obligee. Mademoiselle / — and from 
some secret receptacle in her mouth, she produced first 
one pin, then another, till Emma counted seventeen to her 
utter astonishment,— more, certainly, than any mouth 
could contain but a milliner's. 
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Unfortunately, however, in Mademoiselle's ha*te*o 
speaks a pis and an exclamation, contending in hem 
mouth, impeded' her utterance, and pat her in imminent 
danger of cheaking. They all looked frightened* 
' Qu'aves trout doner cried she, recovering herself with 
admirable dexterity, ' Qu'avez veil* dme! 9 —~Ce fifes* 
fieri*— Ah si vous aviez vue Mademoiselle Alexandre I 

A h I dot would frighten ya* indeed !~-Many de 

time I see her /tut one tarty y forty, fftu-^aye one Jam* 
dred, two hundred in her mouth— ^md she aU de tifrt 
laugh, talk, eat, drink, sleep, wid dent, and no harm-* 
nonobstant never hafifim Mademoiselle jitoeendre. 9 

' And who is Mademoiselle Alexandre?' said Emma. 

*£h done l—jameuse marchande de modes*-me & 
JBfonore—^rivale celtbre de Mademoiselle BatdmaJ 

* Yes, I know !' said Lady Augusta, delighted to ap- 
pear to know the names of two French. milliners, with- 
out in the least suspecting, that she had the honour to 
have a third for a governess, 

Emma smiled, but was silent.— She fortunately peav 
sessed a sound discriminating understanding; observing 
and judging for herself, it was net easy to impose apon 
her by names and grimaces. 

It was remarkable, that Mademoiselle Panache had- 
never once attempted to alter any thing in Emma's dressy 
and directed very little of her conversation to hep ; seem- 
ing to have an intuitive perception, that she could make 
no impression ; and Lady Augusta too treated her with* 
/less familiarity, but with far more respect 

*Dear Helen/ said Lady Augusta, for she seemed, to> 
use her own expression, to have taken a great fancy to 
her; * dear Helen, I hope you are to be at the baU at 
the races.* 

« I don't know/ said Helen ; * I believe my mother in* 
*tendstobethere/ 

« Mt vous? 9 said Mademoiselle Panache, ' yon\ to be 
sure, I hope ;— your mamma could not be so cruel, as to 
leave you at home ! une demoiselle fait comrne vous J 9 

Helen had been quite indifferent about, going to the 
ball, till these words inspired her with a violent desire to 
go there, or rather with a violent dread of the misfortune 
and disgrace of bejng left ' at home.' 
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We shall, for fear of being tiresome, omit a long coa- 
venation, which passed about the dress and necessary 
preparations for this ball. It is enough to say, that He- 
len was struck with despair at the idea that her mother 
probably would not procure for her all the fine things, 
which Lady Augusta had, and which Mademoiselle as* 
sored her were absolutely necessary to her being * pre- 
sentable.' In particular her ambition was excited by a 
splendid watch-chain of her Ladyship's, which Lady 
Augusta assured her, ' there was no possibility of Irving 
without.' 

4 Emma, however, reflecting that she had lived all her 
life without even wishing for a watch-chain, was inclined 
to doubt the accuracy of her Ladyship's assertion. 

In the mean time poor Helen fell into a profound and 
somewhat painful reverie. She stood with the watch- 
chain in her hand, ruminating upon the vast, infinite 
number of things she wanted, to complete her happiness 
— things of which she had never thought before. In- 

: deed, during the short time she had been in the compa- 
ny of Mademoiselle Panache, a new world seemed to 
have been opened to her imagination—new wants, new 
wishes, new notions of right and wrong, and a totally 
new idea of excellence and happiness had taken posses- 
sion of her mind. 

So much mischief may be done by a silly governess in 
a single quarter of an hour ! — But we are yet to see more 
of the genius of Mademoiselle Panache for education. 
It happened, thaf, while the young ladies were busily 
talking together, she had gotten to the other end of the 
room, and was as busily engaged at a looking-glass, re- 
ceding and advancing by turns, to decide the exact dis- 

; tance, at which rouge was liable to detection. Keeping 
her eye upon the mirror, she went backwards, and back- 
wards, till unluckily she chanced to set her foot upon 
Lady Augusta's favourite little dog, who instantly sent 
forth a piteous yell. 
'Oh! my dog! — Oh! ray dog! exclaimed Lady Au- 

1 gusta, running to the dog, and taking it into her lap— 
4 Oh chere Fastfan ! — where is-it hurt, ray poor, dear, 
sweet, darling little creature?' 

! • Chere Fanfan ." cried Mademoiselle, kneeking down, 
G 2 
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and kissing the offended paw—' fta r d onnez , 

and they continued caressing and pitying FanfiuH so c 

give Helen a very exalted opinion of their sensibility, 
and to make her wiser sister doubt of ks sincerity* 

Longer would Fanfan hare been deplored with all (he 
pathos of feminine fondness, had not Madem«taeHesnd~ 
denly shrieked, and started up. • What's the matter? 
— what's the matter?*— eried they all at once*— The 
affrighted governess pointed to her popil'ssash, exclaim- 
ing, * Rrgardez I — regardezl* There was a moderate 
sisred spider upon the young lady's sash—' La voite 1 uk 
la voim /' cried she, at an awftil distance. 

• It is only a spider,' said Emma. 

'A spider!' said Lady Augusta, and threw Fan&n 
from her lap as she rose—* where?— where*— an my 
sash ?' 

« I'll shake it off,* said Helen. 

'Oh? shake it, shake it !'— and she shook it herself, 
till the spider fell to the ground, who seemed to be al- 
most as much frightened as Lady Augusta, and was 
making his way as fast as possible from the field of battle* 

■ Qkestti ?—oii est tl ?—Lc viimn animal .'* cried Ma- 
demoiselle, advancing — • Ah que ie ficraise au moms? 
said she, having her foot prepared. 

• Kill it !'— • 6, Mademoiselle don't kill it/ said Emma, 
stooping down to save it — * 111 put it out of the window 
this instant.' 

• Ah ! how can you touch it ?' said Lady Augusta with 
disgust, while Emma carried it carefully in her hand ; 
and Helen, whose humanity was still proof against Ma- 
demoiselle Panache, ran to open the window. Just as 
they had got the poor spider out of the reach of its ene- 
mies, a sudden gust of wind blew it back again ; it M 
«nce more upon the floor. 

« O, lull it ;— kill it, any body— for heaven's sake do 
till it !'— Mademoiselle pressed forward, and crushed 
the animal to death. 

« Is it dead ? Quite dead I' said her pupil, approach- 
ing timidly. 

' Avancez !* said her governess, laughing — ' Quecraig' 
Ttez von* donc?—J£tte est tnwteje vous rfte.' 
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Tke young lady looked at the entrails of the spider, 
and was satisfied. 

So ranch for a lesson on humanity. 
. It was some lime before the effects of this scene were 
effaced from the minds of either of the sisters ; but at 
length a subject very interesting to Helen was started. 
Lady Augusta mentioned the little ebony box, which had 
been put into the coach, and Miss Helen's very obliging 

However, though she affected to be pleased, it was 
evident, by the naughty carelessness of her manner, 
whilst she returned her thanks, that she was rather of- 
fended than obliged by the present. 

Helen was surprised and motified. The times, she 
perceived, were changed since the days of Aboulcasem. 

•I am particularly distressed,' said Lady Augusta, 
who often assumed the language of a woman, * I am 
particularly distressed, to rob you of your pretty prints ; 
especially as my uncle has just sent me down a set of 
Bsrtolozsi's from town.' 

* But I hope, Lady Augusta, you liked the little prints, 
which are cut out. I think you said you wished for some 
such things, to put on a work-basket.' 

* O, yes; I'm sure I'm exceedingly obliged to you for 
remembering that ; I had quite forgotten it ; but I found 
some beautiful vignettes the other day in our French 
books, and I shall set about copying them for my basket 
directly. I'll shew them to you, if you please,' said she, 
going to the book -case. ' Mademoiselle, do be so good 
as to reach for me those little books in the Morocco 
binding.' 

Mademoiselle got upon a stool, and touched several 
books, one after another, for she could not translate, 
* Morocco binding/ 

* Which did you mean jU-Zfa ... die- di*, or dot ?' said 
she. 

* No, no — none of those Mademoiselle ; not in that 
row. — Look just above your hand in the second row from 
the top.' 

* O, no ; not in dat row, I hope.' 

* Why not there ?' 

* t miladi Augusta, vou* acavez tien, — ce soot la. let 
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Iwrea dS/endeus—l dare not touch one— *Vous le stavez 
bien, MUadi, voire chere m£re. 9 

4 MUadi, votre chere mdre ." repeated the young lady, 
mimicking her governess — « pooh, nonsense, give me the 
books.' 

* Eh non — absolument non — Croyez, moi Mademoi- 
selle, de book is not good. Ce ri 'est pas cotnme Ufaut ; 
it is not Jit for young ladies— for nebody to read* 

* How do you know that so well, Mademoiselle ?* 

* Wimfiorte,* said Mademoiselle colouring, * n'tmfiorte 
—je la seals— But do not talk of dat ; you know lean* 
not disobey MUadi ; de row of Romans she forbid to be 
touch, on no account, by nobody but herself vide house — 
You inow dis, Mademoiselle Augusta — So en conscience* 
said she descending from the stool— 

En, conscience r repeated lady Augusta, with the im- 
patient accent of one not used to be opposed, * I can't 
help admiring the tenderness of your conscience, Made- 
moiselle Panache.— Now, would you believe it?' con- 
tinued she, turning to Emma and Helen, • now would 
you believe it? Mademoiselle has had the second volume 
of that very book under her pillow this fortnight ; I 
caught her reading It one morning, and that was what 
made me so anxious to see it ; or else ten to one I never 
should have thought of the book— so * en conscience /* 
Mademoiselle/ 

Mademoiselle coloured furiously. 

* Mais vratment, MUadi Augusta, vous me manquer 
en face I 9 * 

The young lady made no reply, but sprang upon the 
stool, to reach the books for herself; and the governess,- 
deeming it prudent not to endanger her authority by aa 
ineffectual struggle for victory, thought proper to sound 
a timely retreat. 

4 Allons ! Mesdemmselles* cried she, * I fancy de tea 
wait by dis time ; descendons ;' and she led the way>— 
Emma instantly followed her.— * Stay a moment forme,* 
Helen, my dear.' — Helen hesitated. 

4 Then you won't take down ^he books ?' said she. 

* Nay, one moment, just let me shew you the vignette.* 
4 No, no; pray don't, Mademoiselle said you must not.' 

* Yes, she said I must not ; bat you see she went away, 
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that I might ; and so I wiB,' said Ladf Augusta* jump- 
ing off the stool with the red books in her hand.— 4 Now. 
look hew.' 

c O, no ; t can't stay, indeed !' said Helen, pulling, 
away her hand* 

' La ! what a child* you are !' said Lady Augustay 
laughing ; * it's mamma shan't be an 8 ry with it, she 
shan't— -La ! what harm can there be in looking at- a 
vignette ?' 

4 Why, to be sure there can be no harm in looking at 
a vignette,.' said Helen, submitting from the same species 
of false shame, which had conquered her understanding 
before about the pistachio colour. 

4 Well, look !' said Lady Augusta, opening the book, 
4 isn't this exceedingly pretty ?' 

4 Exceedingly pretty,', said Helen, scarce seeing it: 
4 now shall we go down ?' *.-' 

* No, stay ; as you think that pretty I can shew a 
much prettier.' 

4 Well, only one then.' 

But when she had seen that, Lady Aogusta still said 
' One other/ and 4 one other,' till she had gone through 
a volume and a half; Helen all the while alternately 
hesitating and yielding, out of pure weakness and mau- 
vaise konte. 

The vignettes, in fact, were not extraordinary beauti- 
fal ; nor, if they had, would she have taken the least 
pleasure in seeing them kj-sach a surreptitious manner. 
She did not, however, see all the difficulties, into which 
this first deviation from proper conduct would lead her. 
Alas ! no one ever can ! 

Just when they were within three leaves of the end of 
the last volume, they heard voices upon the stairs*— 
4 Good God ! there's my mother ! — They're coming ! — 
What shall we do?' cried Lady Augusta; and though 
there could be * no harm in looking at a print? yet the co- 
lour now forsook her cheek, and she stood the picture of 
guilt and cowardice. There was not time to put the 
books up in their places. What was to be done ? 

* Put them into our pockets,' said Lady Augusta* 
.* O, no, no!~-I won't — I can't— what meanness!' 

• ' But you must. I can't get tliem both into mine,' said 
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Lady Augusta, in great distress. * Dear, dear Helen, for 
my sake r 

Helen trembled, and let Lady Augusta put the book 
into her pocket. 

4 My dear,* said Lady S— -, opening the door jusfas 
this operation 'was effected, * we are come to see your 
room t will you let us in ?' 

' O, certainly, madam/ said Lady Augusta, command- 
ing a smile. But Helen's face was covered with so deep 
a crimson, and she betrayed such evident symptoms of 
embarrassment, that her mother, who came up with the 
rest of the company, could not help taking notice of it 

4 Ar'n't you well, Helen, my dear?* said her mother.' 

Helen attempted no answer. 

* Perhaps,* said Lady Augusta, * it was the grapes af- 
ter dinner which disagreed with you.' 

Helen refused the look of assent, which was expected ; 
and at this moment she felt the greatest contempt for 
Lady Augusta, and terror to see herself led on step by 
step in deceit. 

4 My love, indeed you don't look well,' said Lady S , 
in atone of pity. 

4 // must be de gra/tea /' said Mademoiselle. # 

* No, indeed,' said Helen, who felt inexpressible shame 
and anguish, * no indeed, it is not the grapes ;' turning a- 
way, and looking up to her mother with tears inner 
eyes. 

She was upon the point of producing the book before 
all the company; but lady Augusta pressed her arm, 
and she forbore ; for she thought it would be dishonour- 
able to betray her. 

Mrs. Temple did not choose to question her daughter 
farther at this time, and relieved her from confusion by 
turning to something else. 

As they went down stairs to tea, Lady Augusta, with 
familiar fondness, took Helen's hand. 

* You need not fear,* said Helen, withdrawpig her 
hand coldly, * I shall not betray you, Augusta.' 

* You'll promise me that ?* 

* Yes,' said Helen, with a feeling of contempt. 
After tea Lady Augusta was requested to sit down to 

the piano-forte, and favour the company with an Italiaa 
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song. She sat down, and played and sung with the 
greatest ease and gayety imaginable; whilst Helen, in- 
capable of feeling, still more incapable of affecting gay- 
ety, stood beside the harnsicord, her eyes bowed down 
with • penetrative shame/ 

' Why do you look so wo-begone V said Lady Augusts 
as she stooped for a music book ; * why don't you look 
as I do?' 

* I can't,' said Helen. 

Her Ladyship did not feel the force of this answer ; 
for her own self-approbation could, it seems, be recover- 
ed at a very cheap rate ; half a dozen strangers listen- 
ing, with unmeaning smiles and encomiums, to her exe- 
cution of one of Clementi's lessons, were sufficient to sa- 
tisfy her ambition. Nor is this surprising, when all her 
education had tended to teach her, that what are called 
accomplishments are superior to every thing else. Her 
drawings were next to be produced and admired. The 
table was presently covered with fruit, flowers, land- 
scapes, men's, women's, and children's heads ; whilst 
Mademoiselle was suffered to stand holding a large port* 
folio, till she was ready to faint ; nor was she, perhaps, 
the only person in company, who was secretly tired of 
the exhibition. 

These eternal exhibitions of accomplishments have of 
late become private nuisances. Let young women cul- 
tivate their tastes or their understandings in any manner, 
that can afford them agreeable occupation ; or, in one 
word, that can make them happy ; if they are wise, 
they will early make it their object to be permanently 
happy, and not merely to be admired for a few hours of 
their existence. 

All this time poor Helen could think of nothing but 
the book, which she had been persuaded to secrete. It 
grew late in the evening, and Helen grew more and more 
uneasy at not having any opportunity of returning it. 
Lady Augusta was so busy talking and receiving compli- 
ments, that it was impossible to catch her eye. 

At length Mrs, Temple's carriage was ordered ; and 
how all the company were seated in form, and Helen saw 
with the greatest distress, that she was farther than ever 
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from her purpose. She once had a mind to call her mo- 
ther aside, and consult her ; but that she could not do, 
on account of her promise. 

The carriage came to the door ; and whilst Helen put 
on her cloak, Mademoiselle assisted her, so that she 
oould not speak to Lady Augusta. At last, when she 
was taking leave of her, she said, * Will you let me give 
you the book ?' and half drew it from her pocket. 

* O, goodness ! not now ; I can't take it now/ 
4 What shall I do with it ?' 

4 Why take it home, and send it back, directed to tat 
—remember-— by the first opportunity — when you have 
done with it.' 

* Done with it ! I have done with it. Indeed, Lady 
Augusta, you must let me give it you now/ 

* Come, Helen, we are waiting for you, my dear,' said 
Mrs. Temple ; and Helen was hurried into the carriage 
with the book still in her pocket. Thus was she brought 
from one difficulty into another. 

Now she had promised her mother never to borrow 
.any book without her knowledge ; and certainly she had 
not the slightest intention to forfeit her word, when she 
first was persuaded to look at the vignettes. * Oh/ said 
she to herself, * where will all this end ? What shall I do 
now ? Why was I so weak as to stay and look at the prints ? 
And why did I fancy I should like Lady Augusta, be- 
fore 1 know any thing of her? Oh, how much I wish I 
had never seen her !*' 

Occupied by these thoughts all the way they were go- 
ing home, Helen, we may imagine, did not appear as 
cheerful, or as much at ease, as usual. Her mother and 
sister were conversing very agreeably : but if she had 
been asked when the carriage stopped, she could not have 
told a single syllable of what they had been saying. 

Mrs. Temple perceived, that something hung heavy 
upon her daughter's mind : but, trusting to her long ha- 
bits of candour and integrity, she was determined to 
leave her entirely at liberty ; she therefore wished her a 
good night, without enquiring into the cause of her melan- 
choly. 

Helen scarcely knew what it was to He awake at nigl:t ; 
she generally slept soundly from the moment she went tc 
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fefedtul the morning, and then awakened a* gay as a lark 2 
tat now it was quite otherwise ; she lay awake, uneasy 
and restless, her pillow was wet with her tears, she turn- 
ed from side tq side, but in vain ; it was the longest night 
she ever remembered ; she wished a thousand times for 
morning, but when the morning came she got up with a 
verv heavy heart ; all her usual occupations had lost 
then? charms; and what she felt the most painful was* 
her mother's kind, open, unsuspicious manner. She had 
never, at least she had never for many years, broken her 
word; she had long felt the pleasure of integrity, and 
knew how to estimate its loss. 

■ And for what ? said Helen to herself, * have I forfeit- 
ed this pleasure .*— for nothing.* 

But, besides this, she was totally at a loss to know what 
step she was next to take; nor could she consult the 
friends she had always been accustomed to apply to for 
advice. Two ideas of honour, two incompatible ideas 
were struggling in her mind. She thought that she should 
not betray her companion, and she knew she ought not 
to deceive her mother. She was fully resolved never to 
open the book, which she had in her pocket, but yet she 
was to keep it she knew not how long. Lady Augusta 
had desired her to send it home; but she did not see how 
this was to be accomplished, without having recourse to 
the secret assistance of servants, a species of meanness 
to which she had never stooped. She thought she saw 
herself involved in inextricable difficulties. She knew 
not what to do ; she laid her head down upon her arms, 
and wept bitterly. 

Her mother just then came into the room. — * Helen, 
my dear, 9 said she, without taking any notice of her tears» 
4 here's a fan which one of the servants just brought out 
of the carriage; I find it was left there by accident all 
night.' 

' The man tells me, that Mademoiselle Panache put it 
into the front pocket, and said it was a present from La- 
dy Augusta to Miss Helen. 9 it was a splendid French 
to- 

4 Oh/ said Helen, * I can't take it ! I can't take any 
present from Lady Augusta— —I wish—*' 
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* You wish, perimps,' said Mrs. Temple, sowing,' thai 
you had not begun the traffic of presents ; but since you 
nave, it would not be handsome, it would not be proper, to 
rtftuse the fan. 9 

4 But I must— -I will refuse it,' said Helen. c Oh, mo- 
ther ! you don't know how unhappy I am ! ' ■ S he paus- 
ed, ' Didn't you see that something was the matter, 
madam, when you came up yesterday into Lady Augus- 
ta's room r* 

4 Yes, 9 said her mother, * I did; but I did not choose 
to Inquire the cause ; I thought if you had wished I should 
know it, that you would have told it to me. You are now 
old enough, Helen, to be treated with confidence.' 

4 No,' said Helen, bursting into tears, * I am not — in- 
deed I am not— I have— But, oh, mother !— the worst of 
all is, that I don't know whether I should tell you any 
thing about it or no— I ought not to betray any body : 
ought I?' 

4 Certainly not ; and as to me, the desire you now shew 
to be sincere is enough ; you are perfectly at liberty : if I 
can assist to advise you, my dear, I will ; but I do not want 
to. force any secret from you : do what you think right 
and honourable.' 

4 But I have done what is very dishonourable,' said 
Helen. — 4 At least I may tellyou ail that concerns myself. 
I am afraid you will think I have broken my promise,' 
said she, drawing the book from her pocket, * I have 
brought home this book.' — She paused, and seemed to 
wait for her mother's reproaches: but her mother was 
silent ; she did not look angry, but surprised and sorry. 

4 Is this all you wished to say?' 

* All that I con say,' replied Helen ; ' perhaps if you 
heard the whole story, you might think me less to blame, 
but I cannot tell it to you. X hope you will not ask me 
any more/ 

4 No,* said her mother, * that I assure you, I will not* 
4 And now, mother, will you— and you'll set my heart 

at ease again— will you tell me what I shall do with the 

book.' 

* That I cannot possibly do; I cannot advise when I 
don't know the circumstances; I pity you Helen, bujtl , 
cannot help you ; you must judge for yourself.' 
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Helen, after some deliberation, res olved to write a note 
to Lady Augusta, and to ask her mother to send it. 
Her mother sent it, without looking at the direction. 

* Oh, mother! how good you are to me!' said Helen; 
* and now, madam, what shall be my punishment ?' 

* It will be a very severe punishment/I'm afraid ; but 
it is not in my power to help k ; my confidence m you 
does not depend upon myself; it must always depend upon 
you.' 

* Oh ! have I lost your confidence ?* 

* Not lost, but lessened it,' said her mother. * I can- 
not possibly feel the same confidence in you now, that I 
did yesterday morning ; I cannot feel the same depen- 
dence upon a person, who has deceived me, as upon one 
who never had— Could you ?' 

•.No, certainly,' said Helen, with a deep sigh. 

* Oh !' said she to herself; ' if Lady Augusta knew the 
pain she has cost me !— But I'm sure, however, shell tell 
ner mother all the affair, when she reads my note.' 

Helen's note contained much eloquence, ana more sim- 
plicity ! but as to the effect upon Lady Augusta, she cal- 
culated ill. No answer was returned but a few ostensi- 
ble lines :— * Lady Augusta's compliments, and she was 
happy to hear Miss Helen T. was better, &c.'— And, 
strange to tell ! when they met about three weeks after at 
a ball in town, Lady Augusta did not think proper to take 
any notice of Helen or Emma. She looked as if she had 
never seen them before; and by a haughty stare, for girls 
can stare now almost as well as women, cancelled all her 
former expressions of friendship for her & dear Helen.' 
It is to be observed, that she was now in company with 
two or three young ladies of higher rank, whom she 
thought more fashionable, and consequently more ami- 
able. 

Mrs. Temple was by no means sorry to find this in- 
timacy between Lady Augusta and her daughter dis- 
solved. 

4 1 am sure Hie next time,' said Helen, * 111 take care 
not to like a stranger merely for having a blue sash.' 

' But, indeed,' said Emma, * I do think Mademoiselle 
Panache, from all I saw of her, is to blame for many of 
Lady Augusta's defects/ 
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* For aU of them, I'll answer for it,* said Helen; *I 
would not have a French governess for the world ; Lady 
J>— might weU say, they were a bad set of people/ 

* That was too general an expression, Helen,' said Mrs. 
Temple, * and it is neither wise nor just, to Judge of any 
set of people by an individual, whether that individual be 
good or bad. — All French governesses are not like Ma- 
demoiselle Panache.' 

Helen corrected her expression, and said, ' WeU, I 
mean I would not for the world have such a governess 
as Mademoiselle Panache.' 

[The Second Part of Mademomll* Panache is given in Edgt* 
worth's Moral Talai.] 
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Mr. Spencer, a veifr benevolent and sensible man, 
undertook the education of several poor children. A- 
mongst the rest was a boy of the name of Franklin, who 
he had bred up from the time he was five years old. 
Franklin had tne misfortune to be the son 01 a man of 
infamous character ; and for many years this was a dis- 
grace and reproach to his child. When any of the 
neighbours' children quarrelled with him, they used to 
tell him he would turn out like his father. But Mr. 
Spencer always assured him, that he mighj make him- 
self whatever he pleased ; that by behaving well he 
would certainly, sooner or later, secure the esteem and 
Tove of all who knew him, even of those who had the 
strongest prejudice against him on his father's account. 

This hope was very delightful to Franklin, and he 
shewed the strongest desire to learn to do every 
thing that was right ; so that Mr. Spencer soon grew 
fond of him, and took great pains to instruct him, and to 
give him all the good habits and principles which might 
make him a useful, respectable, and happy man, 
H 2 iOdgle 
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When he was about thirteen years of age, Mr. Spen- 
cer one day sent for him into his closet ; and as he was 
folding up a letter which he had been writing, said to him 
with a very kind look, but in a graver tone than usual, 
* Fpanklin, you are going to leave me.'—' Sir !' said Frank- 
lin, • You are now going to leave me, and to begin the 
world for yourself. You will carry this letter to my sis- 
ter, Mrs. Churchill, in Queen's Square-^-you know 
Queen's Square,' Franklin bowed. ' You must expect,* 
continued Mr. Spencer, • to meet with several disagree- 
able things, and a great deal of rough work, at your 
£rst setting out ; but be faithful and obedient to your 
mistress, and obliging to your fellow-servants, ana all 
will go well. Mrs. Churchill will make you a very good 
mistress if you behave properly, and 1 have no doubt 
but you will.'-*- 4 Thank you, Sir.'— * And you will always 
(I mean as long as you deserve it) find a friend in rac* 
— * Thank you, Sir — 1 am sure you are-^' There 
Franklin stopped short, for the recollection of all Mr. 
Spencer's goodness rushed upon him at once, and he 
could not say another word. * Bring me a candle to 
seal this letter,' said his master; and he was very glad 
to get out of the room. He cany back with the candle, 
and with a stout heart stood by whilst the letter was 
sealing ; and when his master put it into his hand, said, 
in a cheerful voice, * I hope you will let me see you again, 
Sir, sometimes.' — * Certainly : Whenever your mistress 
can spare you I shall be very glad to see you ; and, re- 
member, if ever you get into any difficulty, don't be 
afraid to come to me. 1 have sometimes spoken harshly 
to you, but you will not meet with a more indulgent 
friend.' Franklin at this turned away with a foil heart ; 
and, after making two or three attempts to expres his 
gratitude, left the room without being_aWe to speak. 

He got to Queen's Square about three o'clock. The 
door was opened by a large red faced man in a blue coat 
and scarlet waistcoat, to whom he felt afraid to give his 
message, lest he should not be a servant. ' Well, what's 
your business, Sir ?* said the butler. 4 1 have a letter 
for Mrs. Churchill, Sir, 9 said Franklin, endeavouring to 
pronounce his Sir in a tone as respectful as the butler's 
was insolent. The man having examined the direction, 
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seal, and edges of the letter, carried it up stairs, and in 
a few minutes returned, and ordered Franklin to rub his 
shoes well and follow him. He was then shewn into a 
handsome room, where he found his mistress, an qjderly 
]*uiy. ^ She asked him a few questions, examining him 
attentively as she spoke ; and her severe eye at first, and 
her gracious smile afterwards, made him feel that she 
was a person to be both loved and feared. * I shall give 
you in charge,' said she, ringing a bell, to my housekeep- 
er, and I hope she will have no reason to be displeased 
with you.' 

The housekeeper, when she first came in, appeared 
with a smiling countenance ; but the moment she cast 
her eyes on Franklin, it changed to a look of surprise 
and suspicion. Her mistres recommended him to her 
protection, saying, • Pomfret, I hope you will keep this 
pay under your own eye.* And she received him with 
a cold * very well ma'am ;' which plainly shewed she 
was not disposed to like him. In fact Mrs. Pomfret was 
a woman so fond of power, and so jealous of favour, 
that she would have quaf relied with an angel who had 
gotten so near her mistress without her introduction. 
She smothered her displeasure, however, till night; 
when, as she attended her mistress's toilette, she could 
not refrain from expressing her sentiments. She began 
cautiously ; * Ma'am, is not this the boy Mr. Spencer 
was talking of one day — that had been brought up by 
the Villaintrofiic Society, I think they call it ?'— € Philan- 
thropic Society ; yes ; and my brother gives him a high 
character: I hope he will do very well.' — * I'm sure I 
hope so too ; but I can't say; for my part, I've no great 
notion of those low people. . They say all those children 
are taken from the very lowest drugs and refugees of 
the town, and surely they are like enough, ma'am, to 
take after their own fathers and mothers.' — * But they 
are not suffered to be with their parents, and therefore 
cannot be hurt by their example. This little boy to be 
sure was unfortunate in his father, but he has had an ex- 
cellent education.'— * Oh, edication ! to be sure* ma'am, 
I know— I don't say but what edication is a great thing. 
IJut then, ma'am, Edication can't change the natur that s 
in one, they say; and one that's born naturally bad and 
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low, they say, all the edkatwn in the world won't do no 
good ; and, tor ray part, ma'am, I know you knows best, 
but I should be afraid to let any of those Vilkantrofik 
folks get into jny house, for nobody pan tell the natur of 
them beforehand: I declare it frights me.^-* Pomfret, I 
thought you had better sense : how could this poor bojr 
earn his bread? he would be forced to starve, or steal, if 
every body had such prejudices/ Pomfret, who really 
was a rood woman, was softened at this idea, and said, 

* God forbid he should starve, or steal, and God forbid I 
should say any thing ftreiudiciary of the boy, for there 
may be noiiarm in him. 1 --' Well,' said Mrs. Churchill, 
changing her tone, * but, Pomfret, if we don't like the 
boy at the end of a month, we have done with him ; for 
I have only promised Mr. Spencer to keep him a month 
upon trial— there is no harm done.'— 4 Dear, no, ma'am, 
to be sure— and cook must put up with her disappoint- 
ment, that's all.* — ' What disappointment ?'— « About her 
nephew, ma'am ; the boy she and I was speaking to you 
for.'—* When ?'— ' The day you called her up about the 
almond pudding, ma'am ; if you remember, you said you 
should have no objections to try the boy ; and upon that 

- cook bought him new shirts ; but they are safe, as I tell 
her.' — * But I did not promise to take her nephew.'— 

* Oh, no, ma'am, not at all : she does no think to toy 
thaU else I should be very angry ; but the poor woman 
never let fall a word, any more than frets that the boy 
should miss such a good place.'—* Well, but since I did 
say that I should have no objecton to try him, I shall 
keep my word ; let him come to-morrow : leathern both 
have a lair trial, and at the end of the month I can de- 
cide which I like best, and which we had better keep/ 

Dismissed with these orders, Mrs. Pomfret hastened 
to report all that had passed to the cook, like a favour- 
ite minister ; proud to display the extent of her secret 
influence. In the morningTelix, the cook's nephew, ar- 
rived; and the moment he came into the kitchen every 
eye, even the scullion's, was fixed upon him with appro- 
bation, and afterwards glanced upon Franklin with con- 
tempt — contempt which Franklin could not endure with- 
out some confusion, though quite unconscious of having 
deserved it; nor, upon the most impartial and cool self 
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| wammatioB, could lie comprehend the justice of his 
I judges. He perceived indeed, for the comparisons were 
^ minutely made in audible and scornful whispers, that Felix 
was a much handsomer, or, as the kitchen maid ex- 
pressed it, a much more genteeler gentlemanly-lodking 
: like, sort of a person than he was ; and he was made to 
understand, that he wanted a frill to his shirt, a cravat, a 
pair of thin shoes, and, above all, shoe-strings, besides 
other nameless advantages, which justly made his rival 
the admiration of the kitchen* However, upon calling 
to mind all that his friend Mr. Spencer had ever said to 
hkn, he could not recollect his having warned him that 
shoe-strings were indispensable requisites to the character 
of a good servant ; so that he could only comfort him- 
self with resolving, if possible, to make amends for these 
deficiencies, and to dissipate the prejudices which he saw 
were formed against him, by the strictest adherence to 
all that his tutor had taught him to be his duty. He 
hoped to secure the approbation of his mistress by scru- 
pulous obedience to all her commands, and faithful care 
«f all that belonged to her; at the same time he flattered 
himself he should win the good will of his fellow-ser- 
vants, by shewing a constant desire to oblige them. He 
pursued this plan of conduct steadily for nearly three 
-weeks, and found that he succeeded beyond his expecta- 
[■ tkma/m pleasing: his mistress; but unfortunately he found 
i It more difficult to please his fellow-servants, and he 

Sometimes offended when he least expected it. 
I He had made great progress in the affections of Cork- 
'. screw the butler, by working indeed very hard for him, 
\ and doing every day at least half of his business. But 
one unfortunate night the butler was gone out — the bell 
Tang — he went up stairs ; and his mistress asking where 
Corkscrew was, he answered that he was gone out. 
* Where to ?' said his mistress. ■ I don't know, answer- 
ed Franklin. And as he had told exactly the truth, and 
meant to do no harm, he was surprised, at the butler's 
return, when he repeated to him wnat had passed, to re- 
ceive a sudden box on the ear, and the appellation of a 
mischievous, impertinent, mean-spirited brat! 'Mis- 
chievous, impertinent, mean !' repeated Franklin to him- 
self; but, looking in the butler's face, which was of a 
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deeper scarlet than usual, he judged that he was far 
from sober, and did not doubt but that the next morning 
when he came to the use of his reason, he would be sen- 
sible of his injustice, and apologize for this box of the 
ear. But no apology coming all day, Franklin at last 
ventured to request an explanation, or rather to ask 
what he had best do on the next occasion. * Why,' said 
Corkscrew, * when mistress asked for me, how came 
you to say I was gone out?' — ■ Because you know, I saw 
you go out/—' And when she asked you where I was 
gone, how came you to say that you did not know **— 
* Because indeed I did not.' — ' You are a stupid block- 
head : could not you say I was gone to the washerwo- 
man's ?'— « But were you V said Franklin. « Was I *» 
said Corkscrew, and looked as if he would have struck 
him again ; • how dare you give me the lie ? — Mr. Hy- ~ 
pocrite, you would be ready enough, 111 be bound, to 
make excuses for yourself.^— Why are not mistress's 
clogs cleaned ? go along and blacken 'em this minute, and 
send Felix to me.' 

From this time forward Felix alone was privileged to 
enter the butler's pantry. Felix became the favourite 
of Corkscrew ; and though Franklin by no means sought 
to pry into the mysteries of their private conferences, 
nor ever entered without knocking at the -door, yet it 
was his fate once to be sent of a message at an unlucky 
time, and as the door was half open he could not avoid 
seeing Felix drinking a bumper of red liquor, which he 
could not help suspecting to be wine ; and as the decan- 
ter, which usually went up stairs after dinner, was at 
this time in the butler's grasp, without any stopper in it, 
he was involuntarily led to suspect they were drinking 
his mistress's wine. 

Nor were the bumpers of port the only unlawful re- 
wards which Felix Teceived ; his aunt the cook had oc- 
casion for his assistance, and she had many delicious 
douceurs in her gift. Many a handful of currants, many 
a half custard, many a triangular remnant of pie, be- 
sides the choice of his own meal at breakfast, dinner, 
and supper, fell to the share of the favourite Felix ; 
whilst Franklin was neglected, though he took the ut- 
most pains to please the cook in all honourable service, 
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[ and, when she was hot, angry, or hurried, he was always 
i , X hand to help her; and in the hour of adversity, when 
i tl*e clock struck five, and no dinner was dished, and no 
I kitchen maid with twenty pair of hands was to be had, 
! Franklin would answer to her call, with flowers to gar- 
nish her dishes, and presence of mind to know, in the 
midst of the commotion, where every thing that was 
wanting; was to be found ; so that quick as lightning, all 
difficulties vanished before him. Yet when the danger 
was over, and the hour of adversity passed, the ungrate- 
ful cook would forget her benefactor, and, when it came 
to be his supper time, would throw him, with a care- 
lessness whicn touched him sensibly, any thing which 
the other servants were too nice to eat. All this Frank- 
lin bore with fortitude, nor did he envy Felix the dain- 
ties which he eat sometimes close beside him : ' For,* 
said he to himself, * I have a clear conscience, and that 
i is more than Felix can have. I know how he wins 
I cook's favour too well, and I fancy I know how I have 
of ended her; for, since the day I saw the basket, she 
has done nothing but huff me.' 

The history of the basket was this : Mrs. Pomfret, 
the housekeeper, had several times, directly and indi- 
rectly, given the world below to understand, that she 
and her mistress thought there was a prodigious quanti- 
r ty of meat eaten of late. Now when she spoke, it was 
usually at dinner time ; she always looked, or Franklin 
imagined that she looked, suspiciously at him. Other 
people looked still more maliciously ; but as he felt him- 
self perfectly innocent, he went on eating his dinner hv 
silence. But at length it was time to explain. One Sun- 
[ day there appeared a handsome sirloin of beef, which 
' before noon on Monday had shrunk almost to the bare 
j bone, and presented such a deplorable spectacle to the 
f opening eyes of Mrs. Pomfret, that her long-smothered 
| indignation burst forth, and she boldly declared she was 
i now certain there had been foul play, and she would 
have the beef found, or she would know why. She 
spoke, but no beef appeared ; till Franklin, with a look 
ot sudden recollection, cried, ' Did not I see something 
like a piece of beef in a basket in the dairy— I think — * 
The cgok, as if somebody had smote her a deadly blow* 
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grew pale ; but suddenly recovering the use of Mr 
speech, turned upon Franklin, and with a voice of thun- 
der, gave him the He direct ; and forthwith, taking Mrs, 
Pomfret by the ruffle, led the way to the dairy, decla* 
ing she could defy the world—' that she could and sc 
would. — There, ma'am,' said she, kicking an emptj 
basket which lay on the floor—* there's malice for you— 
ask him why he don't shew you the beef in the basket'— - 
* I thought I saw — * poor Franklin began. ' You though* 
vou saw !' cried the cook coming close to him with krav 
boed arms, and looking like a dragon.—* And pray, Sir 
what business have such an one as you to think you seei 
— And pray, ma'am, will you be pleased to speak — per- 
haps, ma'am, hell condescend to obey you— ma'am, wiL 
you be pleased to forbid him my dairy — for here he comes 
prying and spying about— and how, ma'am, am I to an- 
swer for my butter and cream or any thing at all ? — I'm 
sure it's what I can't pretend to, unless you do me Che 
Justice to forbid him my places.' 

Mrs. Pomfret, whose eyes were blinded by her preju- 
dices against the folks of the ViUaxntroftic Society, and abr 
by the secret jealousy of a boy whom she deemed to be, 
growing a favourite of her mistress's, took part with the 
cook, and ended, as she began, with a firm persuasion 
that Franklin was the guilty person^ — • Let him alone, 
let him alone !' said she ; * he has as many turns and 
windings as a hare ; but we shall catch ham yet, 111 be 
bound, in some of his doublings. I knew the nature of 
him well enough, from the first time I ever set my eyes 
upon him ; but mistress shall have her own way, and see 
the end of it/ These words, and the bitter sense of in- 
justice, drew tears at length fast down the proud cheek 
of Franklin, which might possibly have touched Mrs. 
Pomfret, if Felix, with a sneer, had not called them cro- 
codile tears. * Felix too ! ' thought he, * this is too much.' 
In fact Felix had till now professed himself his firm ally, 
and had on his part received from Franklin unequivocal 
proofs of friendship ; for it must be told, that every other 
morning, when it was Felix's turn to get breakfast, Felix 
never was up in decent time, and must inevitably have 
come to public disgrace, if Franklin had not gotten all 
the bre*fctet things ready for hkn, the bread and butter 
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spread, and the toast toasted ; and had not moreover 
regularly,, when the clock struck eight, and Mrs. Pom- 
fret's foot was heard overhead, ran to call the sleeping 
Felix, and helped him constantly through the hurry of 
getting dressed one instant before the housekeeper came 
down stairs. All this could not but be present to his 
memory ; but, scorning to reproach him, Franklin wiped 
away his crocodile tears, and preserved a magnanimous 
silence. 

. The, hour of retribution Was however not so far off as 
Felix imagined. Cunning people may go on cleverly in 
their devices for some time, but though they may escape 
once, twice, perhaps ninety-nine times, what does that 
signify, for the hundredth they come to shame, and lose 
all their character. Grown bold by frequent success, 
Felix became more careless in his operations ; and it 
happened that one day he met his mistress full in the pas- 
sage, as he was going on one of the cook's secret errands. 

* Where are you going, Felix ?' said his mistress, • To 
the washerwoman's ma'am,' answered he with his usual 
effrontery. c Very well,' said she, € call ut the book- 
seller's in— stay, I must write down the direction.— Pom- 
fret,* said she, opening the housekeeper's room door, 

* have you a bit of paper.' Pomfret came with the writ- 
ing paper, and looked very angry tb see that Felix was 
going out without her knowledge ; so, while Mrs. Church- 
Si was writing the direction, she stood talking to him 
about it ; whust he, in the greatest terror imaginable, 
looked up in her face as she spoke, but was all the time 
intent upon parrying on the other side the attacks of a 
Dttle French dog of his mistress's, which, unluckily for 
him, had followed her into the passage. Manchon was 
extremely fond of Felix, who, by way of pleasing his 
mistress, had paid most assiduous court to her dog ; yet 
now his caresses were rather troublesome. Manchon 
leaped up, and was not to be rebuffed. * Poor fellow, 
poor fellow— down ! down ! poor fellow !* cried Felix, 
and put him away. But Manchon leaped up again, and 
began smelling near the fatal pocket in a most alarming 
manner. * You will see by this direction where you are 
to go,' said his mistress. * Manchon, come here — an* 
you will be so good as to bring me— down ! down ! Man- 
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chon, be quiet !' But Manchon knew better ; he had now 
gotten his head into Felix's pocket, and would not be 
quiet till he had drawn thence, rustling out of its brown 
paper, half a cold turkey, which had been missing since 
morning. • My cold turkey, as I'm alive !' exclaimed 
the housekeeper, darting upon it with horror and amaze- 
ment. « What is all this ?' said Mrs. Churchill in a com- 
posed voice. ' I don't know, ma'am,' answered Felix; 
so confused that he knew not what to say — • but — ' • But 
what ?* cried Mrs. Pomfret, indignation flashing from 
her eyes. * But what ?' repeated his' mistress, waiting 
for his reply with a calm air of attention, which still more 
disconcerted Felix ; for though with an angry person he 
might have some chance of escape, he knew that he 
could not invent any excuse in such circumstances which 
coald stand the examination of a person in her sober 
senses. He was struck dumb. ' Speak,* said Mrs. 
Churchill, in a still lower tone ; ' I am ready to hear aH 
you have to say : in my house every body shall have jus* 
tice— speak— but what ?' — « But* stammered Felix ; 



and, after in vain attempting to equivocate, confessed that 
he was going to take trie turkey to his cousin's : but he 
threw all the blame upon his aunt, the cook, who, he 
said, had ordered him upon this expedition. The cook 
was now summoned ; but she totally denied all knowledge 
of the affair, with the same violence with which she had 
lately confounded Franklin about the beef m the basket; 
not entirely, however, with the same success,* for Felix, 
perceiving by his mistress's eye that she was upon 'the 
point of desiring him to leave the house immediately, and 
not being veiy willing to leave a place in which he had 
lived so well with the butler, did not hesitate to confront 
his aunt with assurance equal to her own. He knew 
how to bring his charge home to her. He produced a 
note in her own handwriting, the purport of which was 
to request her cousin's acceptance of ' Some delicate cold 
turkey / and to beg she would send her by the return of 
the bearer, a little of her cherry-brandy. 

Mrs. Churchill coolly wrote upon the back of her note 
her cook's discharge, and informed Felix she had no far- 
ther occasion for his services ; but, upon his pleading 
with many tears, which Franklin did not call crocodile 
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tears, that he was so young, and that he was cinder the 
dominion of his aunt, he touched Mrs Pomfret's com- 
passion, and she obtained for him permission to stay till 
the end of the month, to give yet a chance of redeeming 
liis character. 

Mrs. Pomfret now seeing how far she had been- impos- 
ed upon, resolved for the future to be more upon her 
guard with Felix, and felt that she had treated Franklin 
with great injustice, when she accused him of mal-prac- 
tices about the sirloin of beef. Good people, when they 
are made sensible that they have treated any one with in- 
justice, are impatient to have an opportunity to rectify 
their mistake ; and Mrs. Pomfret was now prepared t» 
see every thing which Franklin did in the most favoura- 
ble point of view, especially as the next day she discover- 
ed, that it was he who every morning boiled the water 
for her tea, and buttered her toast, services for which she 
had always thought she was indebted to Felix. Besides, 
she had rated Felix's abilities very highly, because he 
made up her weekly accounts for her ; but unluckily once, 
■when Franklin was out of the way, and she brought a 
bill in a hurry to her favourite to cast up, she discover- 
ed that he did not know how to cast up pounds, shillings, 
and pence, and he was obliged to confess that he must 
wait tUl Franklin came home. 

But, passing over a number of small incidents, which 
gradually unfolded the character of the two boys, we 
must proceed to a more serious affair. 

Corkscrew, frequently, after he had finished taking a- ■' 
way supper, and after the housekeeper was gone to bed, 
sallied forth to a neighbouring alehouse to drink with his 
friends. The alehouse was kept by that cousin of Fe- 
lix's who was so fond of ♦ delicate cold turkey,' and who 
had such choice cherry -brandy. Corkscrew kept the 
key of the house door, so that he could return home at 
what hour he thought proper ; and, if he should by acci- 
dent be called for by his mistress after supper, Felix knew 
where to find him, and did not scruple to make any of 
those excuses, which poor Franklin had too much inte- 
grity to use. All these precautions taken, the butler was 
at liberty to indulge his favourite passion, which so in- 
creased with indulgence, that his wages were by no means 
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sufficient to support him in this way of life. Every <fey 
he felt less resolution to break through his bad habits, for * 
every day drinking became more necessary to him. His 
health was ruined. With a red, pimpled, bloated face, 
emaciated legs, and a swelled, diseased body, he appear- 
ed the victim of intoxication. Id the morning When he 
got up, his hands trembled, his spirits flagged, he could 
do nothing till he had taken a dram ; an operation which 
he was obliged to repeat several times in the course of 
the day, as all those wretched people must, who once ac- 
quire this custom. 

He had run up a long bill at the alehouse which he 
frequented ; and the landlord, who grew urgent for his 
money, refused to give him further credit One night, 
when Corkscrew had drunk enough only to make him 
fretful, he leaned with his elbow surlily upon the table, 
began to quarrel with the landlord, and swore that he had 
not of late treated him like a gentleman. To which the 
landlord coolly replied, * That as long as he had paid like 
a gentleman, he had been treated like one, and that was 
as much as any one could expect, or, at any rate, as much 
as any one could meet with in this world.' For the truth 
of this assertion he appealed, laughing, to a party of men 
who were drinking in the room. The men, however, took 
part with Corkscrew, and, drawing him over to their ta- 
ble, made him sit down with them. They were in high 
good humour, and the butler soon grew so intimate with 
them, that in the openness of his heart, he soon commu- 
nicated to them, not only all his own affairs, but all that 
he knew, and more than all that he knew, of his mis- 
tress's. 

His new friends were by no means uninterested in his 
conversation, and encouraged him as much as possible to 
talk ; tor they had secret views, which the butler was by 
no means sufficiently sober to discover. Mrs. Churchill 
had some fine old family plate ; and these men belonged 
to a gang of house-breakers. Before they parted with . 
Corkscrew, they engaged him to meet them again the 
next night ; their intimacy was still more closely cement- 
ed. One of the men actually offered to lend Corkscrew 
three guineas towards the payment of his debt, and hint- 
ed that if he thought proper, he could easily get the whole 
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i cleared off. Upon this hint, Corkscrew became all at- 
tention, till after some hesitation on their part, and re- 
peated promises of secrecy on his, they at length disclos- 
ed their plans to him. They gave him to understand, 
that if he would assist in letting them into his mistress's 
house, they would let him have an ample share in the 
booty. The butler, who had the reputation of being an 
honest roan, and indeed whose integrity had hitherto been 
proof against every thing but his mistress's port, turned 
, pale and trembled at this proposal ; drank two or three 
Dumpers to drown thought ; and promised to give an an- 
swer the next day. 

He went home more than half intoxicated. His mind 
was so full of what^had passed, that he could not help 
bragging to Felix, whom he found awake at his return, 
that he could have his bill paid off at the alehouse whe*.L 
ever he pleased; dropping besides some hints, whi^ 
, were not lost upon Felix. In the morning Felix remin^ 
ed him of the things which he had said ; and Corkscrev . 
% alarmed, endeavoured to evade his questions, by saying 
that he was not in his senses when he talked in that man* 
nei . Nothing however that he could urge made any im- 
pression upon Felix, whose recollection on the subject 
was perfectly distinct, and who had too much cunning 
himself, and too little confidence in his companion, to be 
the dupe of his dissimulation. The butler knew not what 
to do, when he saw, that Felix was absolutely determined 
either to betray their scheme, or to become a sharer in 
their booty. 

The next night came on, and he was now to make a fi- 
nal decision ; either to determine on breaking off entire- 
ly with his new acquaintance, or taking Felix with him 
to join the plot. 

His debt, his love of drinking, the impossibility of in- 
dulging it without a fresh supply of money, all came into 
his mind at once, and conquered his remaining scruples. 
It is said by those, whose fatal experience gives them a 
right to be believed, that a drunkard will sacrifice any 
thing, every thing, sooner than the pleasure of habitual 
intoxication. 

How much easier it is never to begin a bad custom, 
than to break through it when once formed ! 
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The hour of rendezvous came, and Corkscrew went to 
the alehouse, where he found the house-breakers waiting 
for him, and a glass of brandy ready poured out. He 
sighed—drank — hesitated— drank again — heard the land- 
lord talk of his billl — saw the roonev produced, which 
would pay it in a moment—drank again— cursed himself, 
fin.! nv;n« his hand to the villain, who was whispering 
m 5 ii& e;a-, swore that he could not help it, and must dp 
as } 1 1' v- v fjuld have him . They required of him, to give 
up vw k' *' of the house door, that they might get another 
mack by '. u. He had left it vv ith Felix, and was now oblig- 
ee) to o ; iain the new difficulty which had arisen. Felix 
knew c«.ugh to ruin them, and must therefore be won 
« »v*?r . » nis was no very difficult task ; he had a strong 
t '< .\r : to iiave some worked cravats, and the butler knew 
l^uu^h of him to believe that this would be a sufficient 
jt ( 'x;. The cravats were bought and shewn to Felix. 
a t nought them the only things wanting to make him a 
c -jiTipiete fine gentleman; and to go without them, espe- 
"uliy when he had once seen himself in the glass with 
one tjed on in a splendid bow, appeared impossible. Even 
this paltry temptation, working upon his vanity, at length 
*>r*^ aiV-d with a boy whose integrity had long been cor- 
i r ,:ed by the habits of petty pilfering and daily false- 
hood. It was agreed that, the first time his mistress sent 
him out on a message, he shoild carry the key of the 
house door to his cousin's, and deliver it into the hands of 
one of the gang, who were there in waiting for it. Such 
was the scheme. Felix, the night after all this had been 
planned, went to bed, and fell fast asleep ; but the butler, 
who had not yet stifled the voice of conscience, felt, in the 
silence of the night, so insupportably miserable, that, in- 
stead of going to rest, he stole softly into the pantry for 
a bottle of his mistress's wine, and tfcere, drinking glass 
after glass, he stayed till he became so far intoxicated, that, 
though he contrived to find his way back to bed, he could 
by no means undress himself. Without any power of 
recollection, he flung himself upon the bed, leaving his 
candle half hanging out of the candlestick beside him. 
Franklin slept in the next room to him, and presently- 
wakening, thought he perceived a strong smell of some- 
thing burning. He jumped up, and seeing a light undjer 
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the butler?s door, gently opened it, and to his astonish* 
roent beheld one of the bed curtains in flames. He im- 
mediately ran to the butler, and pulled him with all his 
force to rouse him from his lethargy. He came to his 
senses at length, but was so terrified and so helpless, that, 
tfit had not been for Franklin, the whole house would 
soon inevitably have been on fire. Felix, trembling and 
cowardly, knew not what to do ; and it was Curious to 
see him obeying Franklin, whose turn it was now to com- 
mand. Franklin ran up stairs to waken Mrs. Pomfret, 
whose terror of fire was so great, that she came from 
her room almost out of her senses, whilst he, with the 
greatest presence of mind, recollected where he had seen 
two large tubs of water, which the maids had prepared 
the night before for their washing, and, seizing the wet 
linen which had been left to soak, threw it upon the flames. 
He exerted himself with so much good sense, that the fire 
was presently extinguished. Every thing was now once 
more safe and quiet. Mrs. Pomfret, recovering from her 
fright, postponed all inquiries till the morning, and rejoic- 
ed that her mistress had not been wakened, whilst Cork- 
screw flattered himself that he should be able to conceal 
the true cause of the accident. * Don't you tell Mrs. 
Pomfret where you found the candle, when you came in- 
to the room/ said he to Franklin. * If she asks me, you 
know I must tell the truth,* replied he. 'Must!' re* 
peated Felix sneeringly ; * what you must be a tell-tale !' 
— * No, I never told any tales of any body, and I should 
be very sorry to get any one into a scrape ; but for all 
that I shall not tell a lie, either for my sell or any body 
else, let you call me what names you will.* — ' But if I 
were to give you something that you would like,* said 
Corkscrew ;— ' something that I know you would like!' 
repeated Felix. ' Nothing you can give me will do,' an- 
swered Franklin steadily ; ' so it is useless to say any 
more about it — I hope I shall not be questioned.' In this 
hope he was mistaken ; for the first thing Mrs. Pomfret 
did in the morning was, to come into the butler's room 
to examine and deplore the burnt curtains, whilst Cork- 
screw stood by endeavouring to exculpate himself by all 
the excuses he could invent. Mrs, romfret, however, 
though somsMmes blinded by her prejudices, was no foot, 

D,g,t,zefl by GOOgle 



104 THE FALSE KEY. 

and it was absolutely impossible to make her believe, that 
a candle which had been left on the hearth, where Cork- 
screw protested he had left it, could have set curtains on 
fire, which were at least six feet distant. Turning short 
round to Franklin, she desired, that he would shew her 
where he found the candle when he came into the room. 
He begged not to be questioned ; but she insisted. He 
took up the candlestick ; but the moment the housekeep- 
er cast her eye upon it, she snatched it from his hands—- 
4 How did this candlestick come here ? This was not the 
candlestick you found here last night/ cried she. • Yes, 
Indeed, it was,' answered Franklin. ' That is impossi- 
ble, ' retorted she vehemently, ' for I left this candlestick 
with my own hands, last nignt, in the hall, the last thing 
I did, after you,* said she, turning to the butler, • were 
gone to bed— I'm sure of it— Nay, don't you recollect my 
taking thisjafianned candlestick out of your hand, and 
making you go up to bed with the brass one, and I bolt- 
ed the door at the stair head after you ?' 

This was all very true ; but Corkscrew had afterwards 
gone down from his room by a back staircase, unbolted 
that door, and, upon his return from the alehouse, had 
taken the japanned candlestick by mistake up stairs, and 
had left the brass one in its stead upon the hall table. 

* Oh, ma'am/ said Felix, * indeed you forget, for Mr. 
Corkscrew came into my room, to desire me to call him 
betimes in the morning, and I happened to take particu- 
lar notice, and he had the japanned candlestick in his 
hand, and that was just as I heard you bolting the door—* 
indeed, ma'am, you forget.' — • Indeed, Sir/ retorted Mrs* 
Pomfret, rising in anger, ' I do not forget; I'm not come 
to be sufifier-annuated yet, I hope— How dare you tell 
me I forget ?* — • Oh, ma'am/ cried Felix, * I beg your 
pardon, I did not — I did not mean to say you forgot — but 
only I thought, perhaps, you might not particularly re- 
member ; ror if you please to recollect— — ' * I won't 
please to recollect just whatever you please, Sir ! — Hold 
your tongue-— Why should you poke yourself into this 
scrape— What have you to do with it, I should be glad to 
know ?' — * Nothing in the world, oh, nothing jn the world; 
I'm sure I beg your pardon, ma'am/ answered Felix in 
a soft tone, and, sneaking off, left his friend Corkscrew 
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to fight his own battle, secretly resolving to desert in good 
time, if he saw any danger of the alehouse transactions 
coming to light. 
Corkscrew could make but very blundering excuses 
-for himself; and, conscious of guilt, he turned pale, and 
appeared so much more terrified than butlers usually 
appear when detected in a lie, that Mrs. Pomfret re- 
solved, as she said, to sift the matter to the bottom. 
Impatiently did she wait till the clock struck nine, and 
her mistress's bell rang, the signal for her attendance at 
her levee.—' How do you find yourself this morning, 
ma'am,' said she, undrawing the curtains, ' Very sleepy, 
indeed,' answered her mistress in a drowsy voice ; ' 1 
think I must sleep half an hour longer— shut the cur- 
tains.' * As you please, ma'am ; but 1 suppose I had bet- 
ter open a little of the window shutter, for it's past nine.' 
— »• But just struck.'—' Oh dear, ma'am, it struck before 
I came up stairs, and you know we a^e twenty minutes 
slow.— Lord bless us !' exclaimed Mrs. Pomfret, as she 
let fall the bar of the window, which roused her mistress 
— ■»' I'm sure I beg pardon a thousand times* — it's only the 
beer— because I had this great key in my hand.' — • Put 
down the key then, or you'll knock something else down ; 
and you may open the shutters now, for I'm quite awake.' 
— ' Dear me ! I'm sorry to think of disturbing you,' 
cried Mrs. Pomfret, at the same time throwing the shut- ' 
ters wide open : ' but, to be sure, ma'am, 1 have some- 
thing to tell you, which won't let you sleep again in a hur- 
ry. I brought up this here key of the house door for 
reasons of my own, which I'm sure you'll approve of— 
but I'm not come to that part of my story yet — I hope 
you were not disturbed by the noise in the house last 
night, ma'am.'—' I heard no noise.' — ' I am surprised at 
that though,' continue Mrs. Pomfret, and now proceeded 
to give the most ample account of the fire, of her fears, 
and her suspicions. — ' To be sure, ma'am, what I say far. 
that, without the spirit of prophecy, one can no ways 
account for what has passed. I m quite clear in my own 
judgment, that Mr* Corkscrew must have been out last 
night after I went to bed ; for besides the japanned can- 
dlestick, which of itself I'm sure is strong enough to hang 
a man, there's another circumsfcaRce, ma'am, that cer- 
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tifies it to me— though I have not mentioned it, ma'am, 
to no one yet,'— lowering her voice — • Franklin, when I 
questioned him, told me, that he left the lantern in the 
outside porch in the court last night, and this morning it 
was on the kitchen table : now, ma'am, that lantern could 
not come without hands ; and I could not forget about 
that, you know ; for Franklin says, he's sure he left the 
lantern out.'— 4 And do you believe him .?'— « To be sure, 
ma'am — how can I help believing him ? I never found him 
out in the least symptom of a lie, ever since he came in- 
to the house ; so one can't help believing in him, like him 
. or not.' — * Without meaning to tell a falsehood, however, 
he might make a mistake.'—-* No, ma'am, he never makes 
mistakes ; it is not his way to go gossipping and tattling; 
he never tells any thing till he's asked, and then it's fit he 
should. About the sirloin of beef, and all, he was right 
in the end I found, to do him justice ; and I'm sure he's 
right now about the lantern— he's always right. 9 Mrs. 
Churchill could not help smiling.— 4 If you had seen him, 
ma'am, last night in the midst of the fire-— I'm sure we 
may thank him, that we are not burned alive in our beds 
— -and I shall never forget his coming to call me— Poor 
fellow ! he, that I was always scolding and scolding enough 
to make him hate me. But he's too good to hate any 
body ; and 111 be bound 111 make it up to him now.'— 
4 Take care that you don't go from one extreme iuto 
, another, Pomfret ; don't spoil the boy.'—' No, ma'am, 
there's no danger of that; but I'm sure if you had seen 
him last night yourself, you would think he deserved to 
be rewarded.' — 4 And so he shall be rewarded,' said Mrs. 
Churchill ; ' but I'll try him more folly yet.'— • There's 
no occasion, I think, for trying him any more, ma'am, 9 
said Mrs. Pomfret, who was violent in her likings as in 
her dislikes. * Pray desire,' continued her mistress, 
* that he will bring up breakfast this morning ; and leave 
* the key of the house door, Pomfret, with me.' 

When Franklin brought the urn into the breakfast par- 
lour, his mistress was standing by the fire with the key in 
her hand. She spoke to him of his last night's exertions 
in terms of much approbation. . * How long have you li v~ 
ed with me?* said she, pausing ; * three weeks, I think ?' 
.»-• Three weeks and four days, madam.'— ' That is but a 



THE FALSE KEY. 107 

short time ; yet you have conducted yourself so as to make 
me think I may depend upon you. You know this key ** 
— - ( I believe, madam, it is the key of the house door.*— 4 It 
k : I shall trust it in your care. It is a great trust for so 
young; a person as you are/ Franklin stood silent, with a 
firm but modest look. * If you take the charge of this 
key,' continued his mistress, ' remember it is upon condi- 
tion, that you never give it out of your own hands. In the 
day-time it must not be left in the door. You must not tell 
any body where you keep it at night; and the house door 
must not be unlocked after eleven o'clock at night, unless 
by my orders. Will you take charge of the key upon 
these conditions ?'— * I will, madam, do any thing you or- 
der me,* said Franklin, and received the key from her 
hands. 

When Mrs. Churchill's orders were made known, they 
caused many secret marvellings and mumiurings. Cork- 
screw and Felix were disconcerted, and dared not open- 
ly avow their discontent ; and they treated Franklin with 
the greatest seeming kindness and cordiality. Every thing 
wenton smoothly for three days; the butler never attempt- 
ed his usual midnight visits to the alehouse, but went to bed 
in proper time, and paid particular court to Mrs. Pomfret, 
in order to dispel her suspicions. She had never had any 
idea of the real fact, that he and Felix were joined in 3 
plot with house-breakers, to rob the house, but thought 
he only went out at irregular hours, to indulge himself in 
his passion for drinking.— So stood affairs the night be- 
fore Mrs. Churchill's birth-day. — -Corkscrew, by the 
housekeeper's means, ventured to present a petition, that 
he might go to the play the next day, and his request was 
granted. Franklin came into the kitchen just when all 
the servants had gathered round the butler, who, with 
great importance was reading aloud the play-bill. Every 
body present soon began to speak at once, and with great 
enthusiasm talked of the play-house, the actors, and ac- 
tresses; and then Felix, in the first pause, turned to 
Franklin, and said, ' Lord, you know nothing of all this ! 
you never went to a play, did you ?'-*-'Never,' said Frank- 
lin, and felt, he did not know why, a little ashamed ; and 
he longed extremely to go to one. * Hqw should you like 
to go to the play with me to-morrow/ said Corkscrew. 



106 f Kfc FALSE KEf. 

« Oh,' exclaimed Franklin, • I should like it exceedingly.* 
— * And do you think mistress would let you if I ask- 
ed.' — c I think — may be she would, if Mrs. Pomfret ask- 
ed her/ — * But then you have no money, have you ?* — 

* No,' said Franklin, sighing. * But stay/ said Corkscrew, 

* what I am thinking of is, that, if mistress will let you go, 
111 treat you myself, rather than that you should be dis- 
appointeaV 

Delight, surprise, and gratitude, appeared in Franklin's 
lace at these words. Corkscrew rejoiced to see that now, 
at least, he had found a most powerful temptation. 

* Well, then 111 go just now and ask her : in the mean time 
lend me the key ot the house door for a minute or two.' 
— * The key !' answered Franklin, starting ; 4 I'm sorry, 
but I can't do that, for I've promised my mistress never 
to let it out of my own hands.* — * But how will she know 
any thing of the matter ? — Run, run and get it for us. — 

* No, I cannot/ replied Franklin, resisting the push which 
the butler gave his shoulder. « You can't ?' cried Cork- 
screw, changing his tone ; 4 then, Sir, I can't take you to 
the play.' — ' Very well, Sir,' said Franklin sorrowfully, 
but witn steadiness. * Very well, Sir,' said Felix mimick- 
ing him, 4 you need not look so important, nor fancy your- 
self such a great man, because you're master of a key.'— 
c Say no more to him,' interrupted Corkscrew ; * let him 
alone to take his own way — Felix, you would have no ob- 
jection, I suppose, to 50 to the play with me ;' — * Oh, I 
should like it of all things, if I did not come between any 
body else. — But come, come !' added the hypocrite, assum- 
ing a tone of friendly persuasion, * vou won't be such a 
blockhead, Franklin, as too loose going to the play for no- 
thing ; it's only just obstinacy : what harm can it do to 
IehdMr. Corkscrew the key for five minutes ; he'll give 
it to you back again safe and sound r* * I don't doubt 
tha$* answered Franklin. * Then it must be all because 
you don't wish to oblige Mr. Corkscrew.' — * No; but I 
can't oblige him in this ; for as I told you before, my mis- 
tress trusted me ; I promised never to let the key out of 
iny own hands ; and you would not have me break my 
trus,t ; Mr. Spencer told me that was worse than robbing. 9 
At the word robbing both Corkscrew and Felix involun- 
tarily cast dowa taeir eyes, and turned the conversation 
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irtimeditttely, saying that he did very right ; that they did 
not really want the key, and had only»asked for it just to 
try if he would keep his Word. * Shake hands/ said Cork- 
screw, * I am glad to find you out to be an honest fel- 
low »*— -* Vm sorry you did not think me one before, Mr. 
Corkscrew ;• said Franklin, giving his hand rather proud- 
ly; and he walked-away. 

• We shall make no hand of this prig/ said Corkscrew. 
4 But well have the key from him in spite of all his ob- 
stinacy/ said FeMx ; * and let him make his story good as 
he can afterwards. He shall repent of these airs. To- 
night I'll watch him, and find out where he hides the key ; 
and when he's asleep we^'ll get it without thanking him/ 

This plan Felix put in execution. They discovered 
the place where Franklin kept the key at night, stole it 
whust he slept, took off the impression in wax, and care- 
fully replaced it in Franklin's trunk where they found it. 

Probably our young readers cannot guess what use 
they could mean to make of this impression of the key in 
wax. Knowing how to do mischief is very different from 
wishing to do it ; arid the most innocent persons are ge- 
nerally the least ignorant. By means of the impression, 
which they had thus obtained, Corkscrew and Felix pro- 
posed to get 4 false key made by Picklock, a smith who 
belonged to their gang of house-breakers ; and With this 
false key they knew they could open the door whenever 
they pleased. 

Little suspecting what had happened^ Franklin the: 
next morning went to unlock the house door as usual; 
but finding the key entangled in the lock, he took it out 
to examine it, ana perceived a lumfj of wax sticking in 
one of the wards. Struck with this circumstance, it 
brought to his mind all that had passedtne preceding:everi- 
ing; and, being sure that he had no wax neat' the keV\ 
he began to suspect what had happened: and he could 
riot help recollecting what he had once heard FfeEtf say, 
that * give him but a halfpenny Worth of wax, and he 1 
' could open the strongest lock that ever was made by 
hands.' 

All these things considered, Franklin resolved to take! 
the key just as it was, With the wax sticking ih it, to his 
mistress. * I was no* mistaken when I thought I mfebt 
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trust you with this key/ said Mrs. Churchill, after she 
had heard his story. ' My brother will be here to-day f 
and I shall consult him; in the mean time say nothing of 
what has passed.' 

Evening came, and after tea Mr. Spencer sent for 
Franklin up stairs. ' So, Mr. Franklin,' said he, ' I'm 

f'lad to find you are in such high trust in this family.' 
'ranklin bowed. ' But you have lost, I understand, the 
pleasure of going to theplay to-night/—* I don't think 

any thing much, I mean of that, Sir,' answered 

Franklin smiling. ■ Are Corkscrew and Felix gone to 
the play ?' — ' Yes ; half an hour ago, Sir.' — ' Then I shall 
look into his room and examine the pantry and the plate 
that is under his care. 

When Mr. Spencer came to examine the pantry, he 
found the large salvers and cups in a basket behind the 
door, and the other things placed so as to be easily car- 
ried off Nothing at first appeared in Corkscrew's bed- 
chamber to strengthen their suspicions, till, just as they 
were going to leave the room, Mrs. Pomfret exclaimed, 
• why, if there is not Mr. Corkscrew's dress coat hang- 
ing up there ! and if here isn't Felix's fine cravat that he 
wanted in such a hurry to go to the play !— Why, Sir, 
they can't be gone to the play— -look at the cravat.— Ha J 
upon my word, I am afraid they are not at the play — 
]No, Sir, no ! you may be sure that they are plotting with 
their barbarous gang at the alehouse — ana they jII cer- 
tainly, break into the house to-night-— we shall all be mur- 
dered in our bed, as sure as -I'm a living woman, Sir- 
But if you'll only take my advice—*' * Pray, good Mrs. 
Pomfret, don't be alarmed.* — l Nay, Sir, but I won't pre- 
tend to sleep in the house; if Franklin isn't to liave a 
blunderbuss, and I a baggonet.' — ' You shall have both 
indeed, Mrs. Pomfret ; but don't make such a noise, for 
every body Will hear you.' 

The love of mystery was the only thing which could 
have conquered Mrs. Pomfret's love of talking. She 
was silent; and contented herself the rest of the even- 
ing with making signs, looking ominous, and stalking 
about the house like one possessed with a secret. 

Escaped from Mrs. Pomfret's fears and advice, Mr. 
Spencer went to a shop within a few doors of the ale- 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE wAhSE KEY I ' 111 

house, which he heard Corkscrew frequented, and sent 
to beg to speak to the landlord. He came ; and, when 
Mr. Spencer questioned him, confessed that Corkscrew 
and Felix were actually drinking in his house, with two 
men of suspicious appearance. That, as he passed 
through the passage, he heard them disputing about a 
key; and that one of them said, 'Since we've got the 
key, well go about it to-night.' This was sufficient in- 
formation. Mr. Spencer, lest the landlord should give 
them information of what was going forwards, took him 
along with him to Bow -street. 

A. constable and proper assistance was sent to Mrs. 
Churchill's. They stationed themselves in a back par- 
lour, which opened on a passage leading to the butler's 
pantry, where the plate was kept. A little after mid- 
night they heard the hall door open ; Corkscrew and his 
accomplices went directly to the pantry, and there Mr. 
Spencer and the constable immediately secured them, as 
they were carrying off their booty. 

Mrs. Churchill and Pomfret had spent the night at 
the house of an acquaintance in the same street. ' Well, 
ma'am,' said Mrs. Pomfret, who had heard all the news 
in the morning, ' the villains are all safe, thank God ; I 
was afraid to go to the window this morning, but it was 
my luck to see them all go by to gaol — they looked so 
shocking !— I am sure I never shall forget Felix's look to 
my dying day! — But poor Franklin! ma'am, that boy 
has the best heart in the world — I could not get him to 

r've a second look at them as they passed — poor fellow ! 
thought he would have dropped : and he was so mo- 
dest, ma'am, when Mr. Spencer spoke to him, and told 
him he had done his duty.' — ' And did my brother tell 
him what reward I intend for him ?' — ' No, ma'am, and 
I'm sure Franklin thinks no more of reward than I do.' 
— 4 1 intend,' continued Mrs. Churchill, ' to sell some of 
my old useless plate, and to lay it out in an annuity for 
Franklin's life. — ' La, ma'am !' exclaimed Mrs. Fom- 
fret with unfeigned joy, * I'm sure you are very good ; 
and I'm very glad of it.' — * And,' continued Mrs. Church- 
ill, • here are some tickets for the play, which I shall 
beg you, Pomfret, to give him, and take him with you.' 
— ■ I am very much obliged to you, indeed, ma'am ; and 
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Ill go with him with all my heart, ana* choose such plays 
as won't do no prejudice to his morality.— And waam/ 
said Mrs. PomJret, « the night after the fire I left him 
my great bible, and my watch, in my will ; for I never 
was more mistaken at the first in any boy in my born 
days : but he has won me by his own deserts, audj shall 
from this time forth love ah* the Fillaintrofiic folks fcr 
bis sake.' 
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THE ORPHANS. 




Near the ruins of the castle of Rossmore, in Ireland, 
is a small cabin, in which there once lived a widow, and 
her four children. As long as she was able to work, she 
was very industrious, and was accounted the best spinner 
in the parish ; but she over- worked herself at last, and 
fell ill, so that she could not sit to her wheel as she used 
to do, and was obliged to give it up to her eldest daugh- 
ter Mary. 
Mary was at this time about twelve years old. One 
j evening she was sitting at the foot of her mother's bed, 
i .spinning, and her little brother and sisters were gathered 
round the fire, eating their potatoes and milk for supper. 
I ' God help them, the poor young creatures ;' said the 
\* widow, who, as she lay on the bed, which she knew 
! must be her death-bed, was thinking of what would be- 
\ come of her children after she was gone. Mary stop- 
ped her wheel, for she was afraid, that the noise of it had 
wakened her mother, and would liinder her from going 
1 to sleep again. 

K 2 k CoooIp 

** ** Diciitized bv VJiJUV LV^ 



114 TifE ORPHANS. 

' No need to stop the wheel, Maiy , dear, for me,' said 
her mother, * I was not asleep ; nor is it that which keeps 
roe from sleep. But don't over- work, yourseft Mary. 

' O, no fear of that,' replied Mary ; ' I'm strong and 
hearty/ 
4 So was I once,' said her mother. 
4 And so yon will be again I hope, please God,' said 
Mary, ' when the fine weather comes again.' 

4 The fine weather will never come again to me,' sajd 
her mother; * 'tis a folly, Mary, to hope for that— hot 
what I hope is, that you'll find some friend— some help 
— orphans as you'll soon all of you be. And one thing 
comforts my heart, even as I aw lying here, that not a 
soul in the wide world I am leaving has to complain of 
me. Though poor, I have lived honest, and I have 
brought you up to be the same, Mary; and I am sure 
the little ones will take after you; for you'l\be good to 
them— as good to them as you can.' 

Here the children, who had finished eating their sup- 
pers, came round the bed, to listen to what their mother 
was saying. She was tired of speaking, for she was very 
weak; but she took their little hands, as they laid them 
on the bed, and joining them all together, she said— 4 God 
bless you dears— God bless you— love and help one an- 
other all you can — good night — good bye.' 

Mary took the children away to their bed, for she saw, 
that their mother was too ill to say more ; but Mary did 
not herself know how ill she was. Her mother never 
spoke rightly afterwards, but talked in a confused way 
about some debts, and one in particular, which she owed 
to a school-mistress for Mary's schooling ; and then she 
charged Mary to go and pay it, because she was not able 
to go in with it. At the end of the week she was dead 
and buried; and the orphans were left alone in their 
cabin. 

The two youngest girls, Peggy and Nancy, were six 
and seven years old; Edmund was not yet nine, but he 
was a stout-grown, healthy boy, and well disposed to 
work. He had been used to bring home turf from the bog 
on his back, to lead car-horses, and often to go on errands 
jfor gentlemen's families, who paid him six-pence or a 
shilling, according to the distance which he went: so 
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that Edmund, by some or other of these little employ- 
ments, was, as he said, likely enough to earn his bread ; 
and he told Mary to have a good heart, for that he 
jhould every year grow able to do more and more, and 
that he should never forget his mother's words, when 
she last gave him her blessing, and joined their hands all 
together. 

As for Peggy and Nancy, it was little that they could 
do; but they were good children; and Mary, when she 
considered, that so much depended upon her, was re- 
solved to exert herself to the utmost Her first care was 
to pay those debts, which her mother had mentioned to 
her, for which she left money done up carefully in sepa- 
rate papers. When all these were paid away, there 
was not enough left to pay both the rent of the cabin, 
and a year's schooling for herself and sisters, which'was 
due to the school-mistress in a neighbouring village. 

Mary was in hopes, that the rent would not be called 
for immediately ; but in this she was disappointed. Mr. 
Harvey, the gentleman on whose estate she lived, was 
m England, and in his absence, all was managed by a 
Mr. Hopkins, an agent, who was a hard num.* The 
driver came to Mary about a week after her mother's 
death, and told her, that the rent must be brought in the 
next day, and that she must leave the cabin, for a new 
tenant was coming into it ; that she rtas too young, to 
have a house to herself, and that the only thing she had 
to do was, to get some neighbour to take her and her 
brother and sisters in for charity's sake. 

The driver finished by hinting, that she would not be 
so hardly used, if she had not brought u^on herself the 
ill will of Miss Alice, the agent's daughter. Mary, it is 
true, had refused to give Miss Alice a goat, upon which 
she had set her fancy ; but this was the only offence of 
which she had been guilty, and, at the time she refused 
it, her mother wanted the goat's milk, which was the 
only thing she then liked to drink. 

Mary went immediately to Mr. Hopkins, the agent, 
t&pay her rent; and she begged of him to let her stay 
anewJer year in her cabin, but this he refused. It was 
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now the 35th of September, and he said, that the new 
tenant must come in on the 29th ; so that she must quit 
it directly. Mary could not bear the thoughts of beg- 
ging any of the neighbours to take her and her brother 
and sisters mjbr charity'* sake, for the neighbours were 
all poor enough themselves : so she bethought herself, 
that she might find shelter in the ruins of the old castle 
of Rossmore, where she and her brother, in better times, 
had often played at hide and seek. The kitchen, and two . 
other rooms near it, were yet covered in tolerably well; 
and a little thatch, she thought, would make them com- 
fortable through the winter. The agent consented to let 
her and her brother and sisters go in there, upon her pay- 
ing him half a guinea m hand, and promising to pay the 
same yearly. * 

Into these lodgings the orphans now removed, taking 
with them two bedsteads, a stool, chair, and a table, a sort 
of press, which contained what little clothes they had, 
ana a chest, in which they had two hundred of meal. 
The chest was carried for them by some of the charita- 
ble neighbours, who likewise added to their scanty stock 
of potatoes and turf, what would make it last through the 
winter. 

These children were well thought of and pitted, because 
their mother was known to have been all her life honest 
and industrious. ' Sure,' says one of the neighbours, 
• we can do no less than give a helping hand to the poor 
orphans, that are so ready to help themselves.' — So one 
helped to thatch the room, in which they were to sleep, 
and another took their cow to graze upon his bit of land, 
on condition of having half the milk ; and one and all said, 
they should be welcome to take share of their potatoes 
and butter-milk, if they should find their own ever fall 
short. 

The half guinea which Mr. Hopkins, the agent, re- 
quired for letting Mary into the castle, was part of what 
she had to pay to the school-mistress, to whom above a 
guinea was due. Mary went to her, and took her goat 
along with her, and offered it in part of payment oUfai 
debt, as she had no more money left ; but the school-mis- 
tress would not receive the goat ! she said, that she could 
afford to wait for her money, till Mary was able to pay it ; 
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that she knew tier to be an honest, industrious little girt, 
and she would trust her with more than* guinea. Miry 
thanked her; and she was glad to take the goat home 
again, as she was very fond of it* 

Now being settled in their house, they went every day 
regularly to work : Mary spun nine cuts a-day, besides 
domg all that was to be done jn the house ; Edmund got 
fburpence a-day by his work ; and Peggy and Anne earn- 
ed twopence a-piece, at the paper-mills near Navati, 
where they were employed to sort rags, and to cut then 
into small pieces. 

When <they had done work one day, Anne went to tfce 
master of the paper-mill, and asked him if she might have 
two sheets of large white paper, which were lying on the 
press ; she offered a penny for the paper, but the master 
would not take any thing from her, but gave her the^aper, 
when he found that she wanted it to make a garland for 
her mother's grave. Anne and Peggy cut out the gar- 
land, and Mary, when it was finished, went along with 
them and Edmund, to put it up : k was just a month af* 
ter Jheir mother's death.* 

It happened that, at the time the orphans were putting 
Hp this garland, two young ladies, who were returning 
home after their evening walk, stopped at the gate of 
the church -yard, to look at the red light, which the set- 
ting sun cast upon the windows of the church. As the 
ladies were standing at the gate, they heard a voice near 
them crying— 'O mother! mother! Are you gpnefor- 
everiV— They could not see any one; so they walked 
softly round to the other side of the church ; and there 
they saw Mary, kneeling beside a grave, on which her 
hrotlier and sisters were hanging their white garlands. 

The children all stood still when they saw the two ladies 
passing near them ; but Mary did not know any body was 
passing, for her face was hid in her hands. 

Isabella and Caroline (so these ladies were called) 
would not disturb the poor children, but they stopped in 
the village to inquire about them. It was at the house 
of $&£phool- mistress, that they stopped ; and she gave 

* Garland* are nsuaUy put on the graves of young people : 
these children, perhaps, did not know tto 
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them a good account of these orphans : she particularly 
commended Mary *s honesty, in having immediately paid 
all her mother's debts to the utmost farthing, as far as 
her money would go: she tolcl the ladies, how Mary had 
been turned out of her house, and how she had offered 
her goat> of which she was very fond, to discharge a debt 
due for her schooling ; and, in short, the school-mistress 
who had known Mary for several years, spoke so well of 
her, that these ladies resolved, that they would go to the 
old castle of Rossmore, to see her, the next day. ' 

When they went there, they found the room, in Which 
the children lived, as clean and neat as such a ruin- 
ed place could be made. Edmund was out working with 
a farmer, Mary was spinning, and her little sisters were 
measuring out some bog-berries, of which they had ga- 
thered a basket full, for sale. — Isabella, after telling Ma- 
ry what an excellent character she had heard of her, in- 
quired what it was she most wanted : and Mary said, 
that she had just worked up all her flax, and she was 
most in want of more flax for her wheel. 

Isabella promised, that she would send her a fresh sup- 
ply of flax, and Caroline bought the bog-berries from the 
little girls, and gave them money enough to buy a pound 
of coarse cotton for knitting ; as Mary said, that she couW 
teach them how to knit. 

The supply of flax, which Isabella sent the next day, 
was of great service to Mary, as it kept her in employ- 
ment for above a month i and when she sold the yarn 
which she had spun with it, she had money enough to buy 
some warm flannel, for winter wear. — Besides spinning 
well, she had learned, at school, to do plain-work to- 
lerably neatly, and Isabella and Caroline employed her 
to work for them ; by which she earned a great deal 
more than she could by spinning. At her leisure hours, 
she taught her sisters to read and write ; and Edmund, 
with part of the money which he earned by his work out 
of doors, paid a school- master for teaching him a little 
arithmetic. When the winter nights came on, he used 
to light his rush candles for Mary to work by. ife*fcad 
gathered and stripped a good provision of rushes, In the 
month of August ; and a neighbour gave him grease to 
dip them in. 

One evening, just as he had lighted his candle, a foot- 
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man came in, who was sent by Isabella with done plain- 
work to Mary. This servant was an Englishman ; and 
he had but newly come over to Ireland The rush-can* 
dies caught his attention ; for he had never seen any of 
them before, as he came from a part of England where 
they were not used.* 

* See Whyte's ' Natural History of Selbourne,' page 198, 
quarto edition. . This eloquent, well-informed, and benevolent 
writer thought that no subject of rural econonm^Jfch could 
be of general utility, was beneath his notice. We dmnot for- 
bear quoting from him the following passage :— 

• The proper species of rush for our purpose seems to be the 
juncua effu8U8, or common soft rush, which is to be found in 
moist pastures, by the sides of streams, and under hedges. 
These rashes are in best condition in the height of summer, but 

. nay be gathered so as to serve the purpose well, quite on to 
autumn, it would be needless to add, that the largest' and long- 
est are best Decayed labourers, women, and children, make 
it their business to procure and prepare them. As soon as they 
. are cut, they must be flung into water, and kept there : for 
otherwise they will dry and shrink, and the peel will not run. 
At first, a person would find it no easy matter to divest a rush 
of its peel or rind, so as to leave one regular, narrow, even rib, 
from top to bottom,' that may support the pith * hut this, like 
other feats, soon becomes familiar, even to children ; and we 
I have seen an old woman, stone blind, performing this business 
| with great dispatch, and seldom failing to strip them with the 
' nicest regularity. When these junci are thus far prepared, tbey 
must lie out on the grass to be bleached, and take the dew for 
some nights, and afterwards be dried in the sun. Some address 
is required in dipping these rushes in the scalding fat or grease ; 
but this knack is also to be attained by practice. ...A pound of 
common grease may be procured for four-pence, and about six 
pounds of grease will dip a pound of rushes, and one pound of 
rushes may be bought for one shilling ; so that a poun^l of rushes, 
medicated and ready for use, will cost three shillings. If men 
that keep bees will mix a little wax with the grease* it will give 
it a consistency, and render it more cleanly, and make the rush* 
es burn longer. Mutton suet would have the same effect. 

e A good rush, which measured in length two feet four inches, 
being minuted, burnt only three minutes short of an hour.... In 
a pound of dry rushes, avoirdupois, which I caused to be weigh* 
ed and numbered, we found upwards of one thousand six hun- 
dred individuals. Now suppose each of these burns, one with 
another, only half an hour, then, a poor man will puiftua9fe eight 
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Edmund who was ready to oblige and proud that bis 
candles were noticed, shewed the Englishman how they 
were made, and gave him a bundle of rushes. The ser- 
vant was pleased with his good nature in this trifling in- 
stance, and remembered it long after it was forgotten by 
Edmund. 

Whenever his master wanted to send a messenger any 
where, Gilbert, (for that was the servant's name) always 
employed his little friend Edmund, whom, upon farther 
acquaintance, he liked better and better. He found that 
Edmund> was both quick and exact m executing commis- 
sions. One day, after he had waited a great while at a 
gentleman's house for an answer to a letter, he was so 
impatient to get home, that he ran off without it. When 
he was questioned by Gilbert, why he did not bring an 
answer, he did not attempt to make any excuse: he did 
not say, ' There was no answer, fdease your honour ^ or, 

* They bid me not wait* &c. but he told exactly the 
truth ; and though Gilbert scokled him for being so im- 
patient as not to wait, ^et his telling the truth was more 
to the boy's advantage, than any excuse he could have 
made. After this, he was always believed when he said, 

* There was no answer ,' or, ' They bid me not wait ;' for 
Gilbert knewi, that he would not tell a lie to save himself 
from being scolded. 

hundred hoars of light, ft time exceeding thirty-three entire 
days, tor three' shilling*. According to this account, each rash, 
before dipping, costs 1-33 of a farthing, and 1-11 afterwards. 
Thus a poor family will enjoy five hours' and a half of comforta- 
ble light for a farthing. An experienced old housekeeper assure* 
me, that one pound and a half of rushes* completely supply his 
family the year round, since working people bum no candles is 
the Ions; days, because they rise and" go to bed by daylight. j 

' Little farmer* use rushes much in the short days, both room- : 
log and evening, in the dairy and kitchen; but the very pofir, 
who are always the worst economists, and therefore must con- 
tinue very poor, buy a halfpenny candle every evening, which, 
in their blowing, open rooms, does not burn much more than 
two hours; Thus they have only two hours light for their mo- 
ney, instead of eleven.* 

If Mr. Whyte had taken the trouble of extending his cateo* 
tations, he would have found, that the seemingly trifling article 
of economy which he recommends, would save to the nation a* 
turn equal to the produce of a burdensome tax. 

J 
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The Orphans continued to assist one another m the* 
wark, according to their strength and abilities ; and the^ 
went ob m this manner for three years ; and with what 
Mary gjot by her spinning? and plam-work, and Edmund 
by leading of car-horses* going on errands, &c. and wftk 
lktle Peg©r and Anne's earnings, the family contrived t» 
Eve comfortably. 

Isabella and Caroline often visited them, and sometimes 
gave them clothes, and sometimes flax or cotton for their 
spinning and knitting ; and these children did not exftect % 
that, because the ladies did something for them, they 
should do every thing: they did not grow idle or waste- 
ful. 

When Edmund was about twelve years old, his friend 
Gilbert sent for him one day, and told him that his mas*- 
ter had given him leave to have a boy in the house to as- 
sist* him, and that his master told him he might choose 
one in the neighbourhood. 9everal were anxious to get 
into such a good place ; but Gilbert said that he prefer- 
red Edmund before them all, because he knew him to be 
an industrious, honest, good-natured lad, who always told 
the truth. So Edmund went into service at the-wica- 
we - and his master was the father of Isabella and Ca- 
roline. He found his new way of life very pleasant ; for 
le was well fed, well clothed, and well treated ; and he, 
svery day learned more of his business, in which at first 
he was rather awkwai'd. He was mindful to do all, that 
Mr. Gilbert required of him ; arid he was so obliging to 
all hisfellow-servants, that they could not help liking him ; 
but there was one thing, which was at first rather disa- 
greeable to him : he was obliged to wear shoes and stock- 
ingsy and they hurt his feet. Besides this, when he wait- 
ed at dinner, tee made such a noise in walking, that his fel- 
;ow-servat*ts laughed at him. He told his sister Mary of 
'his his distress j and she made for him, after many trials, 
a pair of cloth shoes, with soles of platted hemp.* In 
• heses he could Walk, without making the least noise ; and 
a these shoes could not be worn out of doors, he was al- 
ways sure to change them before he went out of doors; 

* The author has Men a pair of 4ieet ; «fed»a* are her?de* 
"OClbed, niade is a few 1 hotor*, 
vol. II. u 
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and consequently he had always clean shoes to wear in the 
house. It was soon remarked by the men-servants, that 
he had left off clumping so heavily ; and it was observed 
by the maids, that he never dirted the stairs or passages 
with his shoes. When he was praised for these things, he 
said it was his sister Mary who should be thanked, and not 
he ; and he shewed the shoes, which she had made for him, 

Isabella's maid bespoke a pair immediately, and sent 
Mary a piece of pretty calico for the outside. The last- 
maker made a last for her, and over this Mary sewed the 
calico vamps tight. Her brother advised her to try plat- 
ted pack-thread instead of hemp, for the soles ; and she 
found, that this looked more neat than the hemp soles; 
and was likely to last longer. She platted the pack- 
thread together in strands of about half an inch thick; 
and these were sewed firmly together at the bottom of 
the shoe. When they were finished, they fitted well, and 
the maid shewed them to her mistress. Isabella and Ca- 
roline were so well pleased with Mary's ingenuity and , 
kindness to her brother, that they bespoke from her two 
dozen of these shoes, and gave her three yards of colour- 
ed fustian to make them of, and galoon for the binding. 
When the shoes were completed, Isabella and Caroline 
disposed of them for her amongst their acquaintance, and 
got three shillings a pair for them. . The young ladies, as 
soon as they had collected the money, walked to the old 
castle, where they found every thing neat and clean as 
usual. They had great pleasure in giving to this indus- 
trious girl the reward of her ingenuity, which she receiv- 
ed with some surprise and more gratitude. They advis- 
her, to continue the shoe-making trade, and as they found 
the shoes were liked, and they knew that they could have 
a sale for them at the Repository in Dublin. 

Mary, encouraged by these kind frieifds, went on with 
her little manufacture with increased activity. Peggy 
and Anne platted the pack-thread, and basted the vamps 
and the lining together ready for her. Edmund was al- 
lowed to come home for an hour every morning, provid- 
ed he was back again before eight o'clock. It was sum- 
mer time, and he got up early, because he liked to go 
home and see, his sisters, and he took his share in their 
manufactory. It was his business to hammer the soks 
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Hat: and as soon as he came home every morning, 
he performed his task with so much cheerfulness, and 
sung so merrily at his work, that the hour of his arrival 
was always an hour of joy to the family. 

Mary had presently employment enough upon her 
m hands. Orders came to her for shoes from many families 
"in the neighbourhood, and she could not get them finish- 
H ed fast enough. She, however, in the midst of her hurry, 
found time to make a very pretty pair with neat roses as 
a present for her school-mistress, who now that she saw 
her pupil in a good way of business, consented to receive 
the amount of her old debt. Several of the children, who 
went to her school, were delighted with the sight of Ma- 
ry's present, and went to the little manufactory at Ross- 
more castle, to find out how these shoes were made. Some 
went from curiosity, others from idleness ; but when they 
. saw how happy the little shoemakers seemed whilst bu- 
sy at work, they longed to take some share in what was 
going forward. One begged Mary to let her plat some 
pack-thread for the soles ; another helped Peggy and 
Anne to baste in the linings ; and all who could get em- 
ployment were pleased, for the idle ones were shoved out 
of the way. It became a custom with the children of the 
village, to resort to the old castle at their play hours : and 
it was surprising to see how much was done by ten or 
twelve of them, each doing but a little at a time. 

One morning Edmund and the little manufacturers 
' were assembled very early, and they were busy at their 
work, all sitting round the meal chest, which served them 
for a table. 

4 My hands must be washed,' said George, a little boy 
who came running in ; ' I ran so fast that I might be in 
time, to go to work along with you all, that I tumbled 
down, and look how I have dirted my hands. Most haste 
worst speed. My hands must be washed before I can do 
any thing.'. 

Whilst George was washing his hands, two other little 
children, who had just finished their morning's work, came 
to him to beg that he would blow some soap bubbles for 
them, and they were all three eagerly blowing bubbles, 
and watching them mount into the air, when suddenly 
they were startled by a noise as loud as thunder ; they 
were in a sort of outer court of the castle, next to the 

Digitized by LaOC5gLe 
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room in which all their companions were at work, and 
they ran precipitately into the room, exclaiming, * P"id 
you hear that nobe?' " 

* I thought I heard a clap of thunder/ said Mary ; ' but 
why do you look so frightened P 

As she finished speaking, another and a louder noise 
was heard, and the walls round about them shook. The 
children turned pale, and stood motionless ; but Edmund 
threw down his hammer, and ran out to see what wai 
the matter. Mary followed him, and they saw that a 
great chimney of the old ruins at the farthest side of the 
castle had fallen down, and this was the cause of the pro- 
digious noise. 

The pari of the castle in which they lived, seemed, as 
Edmund said, to be perfectly safe; but the children of 
the village were terrified, and thinking that the whole 
would come tumbling down directly, they ran to their 
homes as fast as they could. Edmund, who was a cou- 
rageous lad, and proud of shewing his courage, laughed 
at their cowardice ; but Mary, who was very prudent, 
persuaded her brother to ask an experienced mason, who 
was building at his master's, to come and give his opinion, 
whether their part of the castle was safe to live in or not. 
The mason came, and gave it as his opinion, that the 
rooms they inhabited might last through the winter, but 
that no part of the ruins could stand another year. Mary 
was sorry to leave a place of which she had grown fend, 
poor as it was, having lived in it in peace and content 
ever since her mother's death, which was now nearly 
four years ; but she determined to look out for some other 
place to live in ; and she had now money enough, to pay 
the rent of a comfortable cabin. Without losing any time, 
she went to a village, that was at the end of the avenue, 
leading to the vicarage , for she wished to get a lodging in 
this village, because it was so near to her brother, and to 
the ladies who had been so kind to her ; she found, that 
there was one newly built house in this village unoccu- 
pied; it belonged to Mr. Harvey, her landlord, who was 
still in England ; it was slated, and neatly feted up with- 
in side ; but the rent of it was six guineas a-year, and 
this was far above what Mary could afford to pay ; three 
guineas a-year she thought was the highest rent, for which 
«\e coukl venture to engage ; besides, she heard that se- 
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veral proposals had been made to Mr. Harvey for this 
house ; and she knew, that Mr. Hopkins, the agent, was 
not her friend ; therefore she despaired of getting it. 
There was no other to be had in this village, ller bro- 
ther was still more vexed than she was, that she could 
not find a place near him. He offered . to give a guinea 
yearly towards the rent out of his wages; and Mr. Gil- 
bert spoke about it for him to the steward, and inquired 
whether amongst any of those who had given in propo- 
sals, there might not be one, who w^uld be content with 
a part of the house, and who would join # with Mary in 
paying the rent. None could be found but*a woman, who 
was a great scold, and a man who was famous for going 
to law about every trifle with his neighbours. Mary did 
not choose to have any thing to do with these people ; 
she did not like to speak either to Miss Isabella or Caro- 
line about it, because she was not of an encroaching tem- 
per ; and when they had done so much for her, she would 
kave been ashamed to beg for more. She returned home 
to the old castle, mortified that she had no good news to 
tell Anne and Peggy, who she knew expected to hear, 
that she had found a nice house for them in the village 
near their brother. 

4 Bad news for you, Peggy/ cried she as soon as.she 
got home. 

* And bad news for you, Mary/ replied her sisters, 
who looked very sorrowful. 

* What's the matter ?' 

* Your poor goat is dead,' replied Peggy ; ' there she 
is yonder lying under the great corner-stone ; you can 
just see her leg. We cannot lift the stone from off her, 

. it is so heavy. Betsy, (one of the neighbours 9 girls) says 
she remembers, when she came to us to work early this 
morning, she saw the goat rubbing itself, and butting with 
Hs horns against that old tottering chimney.' 

* Mariy's the time,' said Mary, * that I have driven the 
poor thing away from that place ; I was always afraid, 
she would shake that great ugly stone. down upon her at 
last' 

The goat, who had long «been tfce favourite of Mary 
and her sisters, was lamented by them all. When Ed- 
mund came, he helped them to move the great stone from 
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: the poor animal, who was crushed so as to be a terri- 
ble sight. As they were moving away this stone, in or- 
der to bury the goat, Anne found an odd looking piece of 
money .which seemed neither like a half-penny, nor a shil- 
ling, nor a guinea. 

* Here are more, a great many more of them,' cried 
Peggy ; and upon searching amongst the rubbish, they 
discovered a small iron pot, which seemed as if it had 
been filled with these coins, as a vast number of them 
were found about the spot where it fell. On examining 
these coins, Edmund thought that several of them look- 
ed like gold ; und the (jirls exclaimed with great joy— 
* O Mary ! Mary ! this is come to us just in right time — 
now you can pay for the sJated house. Never was any 
thing so lucky:* 

But Mary, though nothing could have pleased hef bet- 
ter, than to have been able to pay for the house, observ- 
ed, that they could not honestly touch any of this trea-p 
sure, as it belonged to the owner of the castle. Edmund 
agreed with her, that they ought to carry it all immedi- 
ately to M r. Hopkins, the agent. Peggy and Anne were 
convinced by what Mary said, and they begged to go along 
with her and their brother, to take the coins to Mr. Hop- 
kins. In their way they stopped at the vicarage, to shew 
the treasure to Mr. Gilbert, who took it to the young la- 
dies, Isabella and Caroline, and told them how it had been 
found. 

It is not only by their superior riches, but it is yet more 
by their superior knowledge, that persons in the higher 
ranks of life may assist those in a lower condition. 

Isabella who had some knowledge of chemistry, discov- 
ered, by touching the coins with aqua regia (the only acid 
which affects gold) that several of them were or gold, 
and consequently of great value. Caroline also found out, 
that many of the coins were very valuable as curiosities. 
She recollected her father's having shewn to her the 
prints of the coins at the end of each king's reign, in Ra- 
pin s history of England; and upon comparing these im- 
pressions with the coins found by the orphans, she per- • 
ceived, that many of them *were of the reien of Henrv 
the seventh. ♦ D "J 

People who are fond of collecting coins set a great va- 
. l«e on these, as they are very scarce. Isabella and Ca- 
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roline knowing something of the character of Mr. Hop- 
kins, the agent, had the' precaution to count the coins, 
and to mark each of them with a cross, so small that it 
was scarcely visible to the naked eye, though it was easily 
to be seen through a magnifying glass. They also beg- 
|jed their father, who was well acquainted with Mr. Har- 
vey, the gentleman to whom Rossmore Castle belonged, 
to write to him, and tell him how well these orphans had 
behaved about the treasure which they had found. The 
value of the coins was estimated at about thirty or forty 
guineas. 

A few days after the fall of the chimney at Rossmore 
Castle, as Mary and her sisters were sitting at their work, 
there came hobbling in an old woman, leaning on a crab- 
stick, that seemed to have been newly cut : she had a bro- 
ken tfcbacco-pipe in her mouth ; her head was wrapped 
up in two large red and blue handkerchiefs, with their 
crooked corners hanging far down over the back of her 
neck,no shoes on her broad feet, nor stockings on her many 
coloured legs; her petticoat was jagged at the bottom, 
and the skirt of her gown turned up over her shoulders, 
to serve instead of her cloak, which she had sold for whis- 
key. This old woman was well known amongst the coun- 
try people by the name of Goody Gro/te ;* because she 
had for many years, been in the habit of groping in old 
castles, and in moats,f and at the bottom of a round tow- 
erf in the neighbourhood, in search of treasure. In her 
youth she had heard some one talking, in a whisper, of 
an old prophecy, found in a bog, which said that, • before 
many St. Patrick's days should come about, there would 
be found a treasure under ground, by one within twenty 
miles round.' 

This prophecy made a deep impression upon her ; she 
also dreamed of it three times ; and as the dream, she 

* Goody is not a word used in Ireland ; Calfyogh is the Irish 
appellation of an old woman : but as Collyogh might sound 
strangely to English ears, we have tianslated it by the word 
Goody. 

t What are in Ireland called moats, are, in England, called 
PaAtah mounts, or barrows. 

$ Near Kells, in Ireland, there is a round tower, which was in 
imminent danger of being pulled down by an old woman's toot* 
. ing at its foundation* in hopes of finding treasure. 
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thought, was a sure token that the prophecy was to come 
true, she, from that time forwards, gave up her spinning- 
wheel, and her knitting, and could think of nothing but 
hunting for the treasure, that was to be found by one 
'within twenty miles round* — Year after year St Pa- 
trick's day came about, without her ever finding a farthing 
by all her groping ; and, as she was always idle, she grew 
poorer and poorer ; besides, to comfort herself for her 
disappointments, and to give her spirits for fresh searches, 
she took to drinking : she sold all she had by degrees ; but 
still she fancied, that the lucky day would come sooner 
or later, that would fiayfor all. 

Goody Grope however reached her sixtieth year, with- 
out ever seeing this lucky day ; and now, in her old age, 
she was a beggar, without 3, house to shelter her, *i bed 
to lie on, or food to put into her mouth, but what she beg- 
ged from the charity of those, who had trusted more than 
she had to industry, and less to luck. 

* Ah ! Mary, honey ! give me a potatoe, and a sup of 
something, for the love o' mercy ; for not a bit have I had 
all day, except half a glass of whiskey, and a halfpenny- 
worth of tobacco !' 

Mary immediately set before her some milk, and pick- 
ed a good potatoe out of the bowl for her ; she was sor- 
ry to see such an old woman in such a wretched condition. 
Goody Grope said she would rather have spirits of some 
kind or other than milk ; but Mary had no spirits to give 
her ; so she sat herself down close to the fire, and after 
she had sighed and groaned, and smoaked for some time, 
she said to Mary-* 

* Well, and what have vou done with the treasure you 
had the luck to find r' 

Mary told her that she had carried it to Mr. Hopkins, 
the agent. 

4 That's not what 1 would have done in your place,' 
replied the old woman^— . 4 When good luck came to you, 
what a shame to turn your back upon it .'—but it is idle 
talking of what's done— that's past— but I'll try my luck 
in this here castle before next St. Patrick's day comes • 
about: I was told it was more than twenty miles from 
our bog, or I would have been here long ago : — but bet- 
ter late than never.* J 

Mary was much alarmed, and not without reason, at 
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this speech : for she knew, that if Goody Grope once set 
to work at the foundation of the old castle of Rossmore, 
she would soon bring it all down. 

It was in vain to talk to Goody Grope of the danger of 
burying herself under the ruins, or of the improbability of 
her meeting with another pot of gold coins. She set her 
elbow upon her knees, and stopping her ears with her 
hands, bid Mary and her sisters not to waste their breath 
advising their elders; for that, let them say what they 
would, she would fall to work the next morning: * bar- 
ring* you'll make it worth my while to let it alone.' 

4 And what will make it worth your while to let it alone ?* 
said Mary, who saw, that she must either get into a quar- 
rel, or give up* her habitation, or comply with the condi-* 
tions of this provoking old woman, 

Haifa crown, Goody Grope said, was the least she 
could be content to take. 

Mary paid the half crown, and was .in hopes she had 
^ot rid for ever of her tormentor : but she was mistaken ; 
ror scarcely was the week at an end, before the old wo- 
man appeared before her again, and repeated her threats 
of felling to work the next morning, unless she had some- 
thing given to her to buy tobacco. 

The next day, and the next day, and the next, Goody 
Grope came on the same errand; and poor Mary, who 
could ill afford to supply her constantly with halfpence, 
at last exclaimed-* 4 1 am sure the finding of this treasure 
has not been any good luck to us, but quite the contrary ; 
and I wish we never had found it.' 

Mary did not Vet know how much she was to suffer 
on account of this unfortunate pot of gold coins. Mr. 
Hopkins, the agent^ imagined, that no one knew of the 
discovery of this treasure but himself and these poor chil- 
dren ; so, not being as honest as they were, he resolved 
to keep it for his own use. He was surprised some weeks 
afterwards, to receive a letter from his employer, Mr. 
Harvey, demanding from him the coins, which had been 
discovered at Rossmore castle. Hopkins had sold the 
gold coins, ami some of the others ; but he flattered him* 
•self that the children, and the young ladies, to whom he 
now found they had been shewn, could not tell whether 
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what they had seen were gold or not ; and he was sot in 
the least apprehensive, that those of Henry the seventh's 
reign should be reclaimed from him, as he thought they 
had escaped attention ; so he sent over the silver come, 
and others of little value, and apologized for his not having 
mentioned them before, by saying, that he considered 
them as mere rubbish. 

Mr. Harvey, in reply, observed, that he could not con 
sider as rubbish the gold coins, which were amongst them 
when they were discovered ; and he inquired why these 
gold coinsv and those of the reign of Henry the seventh, 
were not now sent to him. 

Mr. Hopkins denied, that he had ever received aty 
such ; but he was thunderstruck when Mr. Harvey, in 
reply to this falsehood, sent him a list of the coins, which 
the v orphans had deposited with him, and exact drawings 
of those that were missing. He informed him, that this 
list and these drawings came from two ladies, who had 
seen the coins m question. 

Mr. Hopkins thought, that he had no means of escape 
but by boldly persisting in falsehood. He replied, that it 
was very likely such coins had been found at Rossmore 
castle, and that the ladies alluded to had probably seen 
them ; but he positively declared, that they never came 
to his hands; that he had restored all that were deposit- 
ed with him ; and that as to the others, he supposed they 
must have been taken out of the pot by the children, 
or by Edmund or Mary in their way from the ladies' 
. house to his. 

The orphans were shocked and astonished when they 
heard, from Isabella and Caroline the charge that was 
made against them : they looked at one another in silence 
for some moments ; then Peggy exclaimed — ' Sure ! Mr. 
Hopkins has forgotten himself strangely !— -Does not he 
remember Edmund's counting the things to him upon the 
great table in his hall, and we all standing by ? — I re- 
member it as well as if it was this instant.' — 

* And so do 1/ cried Anne. ' And don't you recollect, 
Mary, your picking out the gold ones, and telling Mr. 
Hopkins, that they were gold ; and he said you knew no- 
thing of the matter ; and I was going to tell him, that 
Miss Isabella had tried them, and knew that they were 
gold ; but just then there came in some tenants to pay 
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thdr rent, and he pushed us oat, and twitched from, m v 
hand the piece of gold, which I had taken up to shew hin\ 
the bright spot, which Miss Isabella had cleaned by the 
stuff that she had poured on it. I believe he was afraid I 
should steal it, he twitched it from my hand in such a hur- 
ry. — Do Edmund, do Mary— let us go to him, and put 
him in mind of all this.' 

* I'll go to him no more,' said Edmund sturdily. * He is 
a bad man— 111 never go near him again.— Mary, don't 
he cast down-— we have no need to be cast down— we. are 
honest. 9 

* True,' said Mary ; ' but is not it a hard case, that 
we, who have lived, as my mother did all her life before 
us, in peace and honesty with all the world, should now 
have our good name taken from us, when-r— ' Mary's 
voice faltered and stopped. 

* It can't be taken from us,' cried Edmund, * poor or- 
phans though we are, and he a rich gentleman, as he calls 
. limself. Let him say and do what he will, he can't hurt 

• or good name.' 

Edmund was mistaken, alas ! and Mary had but too 
..luch reason for her fears. The affair was a great deal 
alked of ; and the agent spaired no pains to have the sto- 
.7 told his own way. The orphans, conscious of their own 
.mocence, took no pains about the matter ; and the con- 
fluence was, that all, who knew them well, had no 
*'oubt of their honesty ; but many, who knew nothing of 

• hem, concluded that the agent must be in the right, and 

• lie children in the wrong. The buz of •scandal went on 
for some time, without reaching their ears, because they 
li ?ed very retiredly : but one day, when Mary went to seu 
fc me stockings of Peggy's knitting at a neighbouring fair, 
tlte man, to whom she sold them, bid her write her name 
on the back of a note, and exclaimed, on seeing it — * Ho ! 
F.o ! mistress : I'd not have had any dealings with you, had 
I known your name sooner:-*- Where's the gold that you 
found at Rossmore castle?' 

It was in vain that Mary, related the feet ; she saw that 
she gained no belief, as her character was not known to 
this man, or to any of those, who were present She left 
tie fair as soon as she could; and, .though she struggled 
i gainst it, she felt very melancholy. Still she exerted her- 
s If every day at her little manufacture ; and she endea* 
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▼cured to console herself fey refecting, that she tadfVc 
friends left, who would not give up her character, and 
Who continued steadily to protect her and her sister*. 

Isabella and Caroline every where asserted their belief, 
in the integrity of the orphans ; but to prove it was inthi 
instance out of their power. Mr. Hopkins, the agent, ari 
his friends, constantly repeated that the gold coins wen 
taken away in coming from their house to his; and the 
ladies were blamed by many people for continuing to cam 
tenance those, that were with great reason, suspected t 
be thieves. The orphans were in a worse condition th»< 
ever when the winter came on, and their benefactress 
left the country, to spend some months in Dublin. The 
old castle, it was true, was likely to last through the w» 
ter, as the mason said ; but, though the want of a com- 
fortable house to live in was, a little while ago, the uppei 
most thing in Mary's thoughts, now it was not so. 

One night, as Mary was going to bed, she heard sow ; 
one knocking hard at the door : — ' Mary, are you up.*- 
letus in/— cried a voice, which she knew to be the vo» 
of Betsy Green, the post- master's daughter, whohvedb 
the village near them. 

She let Betsy in, and asked what she could want at sucl. 
a time of night. ! 

' Give me sixpence, and I'M tell you,' said Betsy:—* In 
waken Anne and Peggy. — "-Here's a letter just come far 
the post for you, and I stepped over to you with it ; be 
cause I guessed you'd be glad to have it, seeing it is y<v 
brother's hand-writing.' 

Peggy and Anne soon roused, when they heard tl» 
there was a letter from Edmund. It was by one of It 
rash candles that Mary read it; and the letter was * 
follows :— I 

* Dear Mary, Nancy, and little Peg. , . I 

* Joy ! Joy ! — I always said the truth would come df 
at last ; and that he could not take our good name fro 
us. — But I will not tell you how it all came about till ft 
meet, winch will be next week, as we are (I mean matt 
and mistress, and the young ladies, God bless them ! n 
Mr. Gilbert and I) are coming down to the vicarage t 
keep the Christmas:— and a happy Christmas 'tis ue4 
to be for honest folks: as for they that are not honest, i 
is nc* for then* to expect to be happy, at Christmas or 
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* other time;— You shall know all when we meet : so, till 
then, fere ye well dear Mary, Nancy, and little Pe$! 
* Your joyful and affectionate brother. 

* EDMUND.' 

To comprehend why Edmund is jovful, our readers 
must be informed of certain things which happened after 
Isabella and Caroline went to Dublin. One morning they 
went with their father and mother to see the magnificent 
librarjr of a nobleman, who took generous and polite plea- 
sure in thus sharing the advantages of his wealth and 
station wkh all, who had any pretensions to science or li- 
terature. Knowing that the gentleman, who was now 
come to see his library, was skilled in antiquities, the no- 
bleman opened a drawer of medals, to ask his opinion 
concerning the age of some coins, which he had lately 
purchased at a high price. They were the very same, 
which the orphans had found at Rossmore castle. Isa- 
bella and Caroline knew them again instantly ; and as the 
cross, which Isabella had made on each of them, was still 
visible through a magnifying glass, there could be no pos- 
sibility of doubt. 

The nobleman? who was much interested both by the 
story of these orphans, and the manner in which it was 
told to him, sent immediately for the person, from whom 
he had purchased the coins. He was a Jew broker. At 
first he refused to tell, from whom he got them, because 
he had bought them he said under a promise of secresr. 
Being further pressed, he acknowledged, that it Was made 
a" condition in his bargain, that he should not sell them to 
any one in Ireland ; but that he had been tempted by the 
high price Lord — ~ had offered 

At last when the Jew was informed that the coins were 
stolen, and that he would be proceeded against as a re- 
ceiver of stolen goods, if he did not confess the whole truth, 
lie declared, that he had purchased them from a gentle- 
»ian, whom he had never seen before or since ; but he add- 
ed, that he could swear to his person, if he saw him again. 
Now Mr. Hopkins, the agent, was at this time in Dub- 
ten, and Caroline's father posted the Jew, the next day, in 
the back parlour Of a banker's house with whom Mr. 
Hopkins had on this day, appointed to Settle some ac- 
count?.*— Mr. Hopkins came— the Jew knew him — swore 
lhat he was the man, who had sold the coins to him ;— « 
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and thus the guilt of the agent, and the innocence of the 
orphans, were completely proved. 

A full account ot all that happened was sent, to Eng- 
land to Mr. Harvey, their landlord ; and, a few posts af- 
terwards, there came a letter from him, containing a dis- 
missal of the dishonest agent, and a reward for the honest 
and industrious orphans. Mr. Harvey desired, that Ma- 
ry and her asters might have the slated house, rent free 
from this time forward, under the care of the ladies Isabel- 
la and Caroline, as long as Mary or her sisters should car- 
ry on in it any useful business. This was the joyful news 
which Edmund had to tell his sisters. 

All the neighbours shared in their joy : and the day of 
their removal from the rums of Rossmore castle to their 
new house was the happiest of the Christmas holidays. 
They were not envied for their prosperity ; because every 
body saw, that it was the reward of their good conduct ;. 
every body except Goody Grope ; she exclaimed, as she 
wrung her hands with violent expressions of sorrow— 
* Bad luck to me ! bad luck to me ! — Why didn't I go 
sooner to that there castle ! It is all luck, all luck in this 
world ; but I never had no luck. Think of the luck of 
these childer, that have found a pot of gold, and such great 
grand friends, and a slated house, and all : and here am I, 
with scarce a rag to cover me, and not a potatoe to put 
into my mouth ! I, that have been looking under ground 
all my days for treasure not to have a halfpenny at the 
last, to buy me tobacco )' 

8 That is the very reason that you have not a halfpen- 
ny,' said Betsy : * here Mary lias been working hard, and 
so have her two Jittle sisters, and her brother, for these 
five years past ; and they have made money for them- 
selves by their own industry— and friends too— not by • 
luck, but by ' 

' Pooh ! pooh !' interrupted Goody Grope ; * don't be 
prating ; don't I know as well as you do, that they found 
a pot of gold, by good luck ; and is not that the cause why 
they are going to live in the slated house now V 

* No,' replied the post-master's daughter; ' this house 
is given to them as a reward— that was the word in the 
letter, for I saw it, Edmund shewed it to me, and win 
shew it to any one that wants to see. This house was giv- 
en to them * ** a reward fer their honesty? 



THE BARRING OUT; 

OR, PARTY SPIRIT. 




The mother of mischief, 5 says an old proverb, ' is no 
bigger than a midge's wing.' 

At Doctor Middlcton's school, there was a great tall 
dunce of the name of Fisher, who never could be taught 
how to look out a word in a dictionary. He used to tor- 
ment every body with — 4 Do pray help me! I can't make 
out this one word.' — The person, who usually helped 
him in his distress, was a very clever, good-natured boy, 
of the name of De Grey. De Grey had been many- 
years under Dr. Middleton's care, and by his abilities 
and good conduct did him great credit. The Doctor cer- 
tainly was both proud and fond of him ; but he was so 
well beloved, or so much esteemed by his companions, 
that, nobody had ever called him by the odious name of 
favourite, until the arrival of a new scholar of the name 
of Archer. 

Till Archer came, the ideas of favourites and parties 
were almost unknown at Dr. Middleton's ; but he brought. 
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all these ideas fresh from a great public school, at which # 
he had been educated — at which he had acquired a suf- 
ficient quantity of Greek and Latin, and a superabundant 
quantity of party spirit. His aim, the moment that he 
came to a new school, was to get to the head of it, or at 
least to form the strongest party. His influence, for he 
was a boy of considerable abilities, was quickly felt, 
though he had a powerful rival, as he thought proper to 
call him, in De Grey ; and, with him, a rival was always 
an enemy. De Grey, so far from giving him any cause 
of hatred, treated him with a degree of cordiality which 
Would probably have had an effect upon Archer s mind, 
if it had not been for the artifices of Fisher. 

It may seem surprising that a great dunce should be 
able to work upon a boy like Archer, who was called a 
great genius; out when genius is joined to a violent 
temper, instead of being united to good sense, it is at die 
mercy even of dunces. 

Fisher was mortally offended one morning by De 
Grey's refusing to translate his whole lesson for him. 
He went over to Archer, who, considering him as a 
partisan deserting from the enemy, received him with 
open arms, and translated his whole lesson, without ex- 
pressing much contempt for his stupidity. From this 
moment Fisher forgot all De Grey's former kindness, 
and considered only now he could in his turn mortify the 
person whom he felt to be so much his superior. 

De Grey and Archer were now reading for a premium, 
which was to be given in their class. Fisher betted on 
Archer's head, who had not sense enough to despise the 
bet of a blockhead. On the contrary, he suffered him 
to excite the spirit of rivalship in its utmost fury by col- 
lecting the bets of all the school* — So that this premium 
now became a matter of the greatest consequence, and 
Archer, instead of taking the means to secure a judgment 
in his favour, was listening to the opinions of all his com- 
panions. It was a prize which was to be won by his own 
exertions, but he suffered himself to consider it as an af- 
fair of chance. The consequence was, that he trusted 
to chance — his partisans lost their wagers, and lie the 
premium — and his temper. 

4 Mr. Archer,' said Dr. Middleton, after the gran$ af- ' 
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% fair was decided, * you have done all that genius alone 
could do ; but you, De Grey, have done all that genius, 
and industry united, could do.' 

* Well !' cried Archer, with affected gayety, as soon 
as the Doctor had left the room — « Well, rm content with 
my sentence — Genius alone for me! industry for those " 
who want it,' added he, with a significant look at De 
Grey. 

Fisher applauded this as a very spirited speech, and, 
by insinuations, that Dr. Middleton 'always gave the 
premium to De Grey,' and that ' those who had lost 
their bets might thank themselves for it, for being such 
simpletons as to bet against the favourite ;' he raised a 
murmur, highly flattering to Archer, amongst some of 
the most credulous boys ; whilst others loudly proclaim- 
ed their belief in Dr. Middleton's impartiality. These 
warmly congratulated De Grey. At this Archer grew 
more and more angry, and, when Fisher was proceeding 
to speak nonsense /w* him, pushed forward into the cir- 
cle to De Grey, crying — « I wish, Mr. Fisher, you would 
let me fight my own battles !' 

* And I wish,' said young Townsend, who was fonder 
of diversions than of premiums, or battles, or of any 
thing else — * / wish that we were not to have any bat- 
tles ; after having worked like horses, don't set about to 
fight like dogs. Come,' said he, tapping De Grey's 
shoulder, ' let us see your play-house, do-— -It's a holiday, 
and let us make the most of it, let us have the School for 
Scandal, do, and I'll play Charles for you, and you, De 
Grey, shall be* my little Premium.— .Come, do open this 
new play-house of your's to night.' 

* Come then!' said De Grey, and he ran across the 
play-ground to a waste building, at the farthest end of 
it, in which, at the earnest request of the whole commu- 
nity, and with the permission of Dr. Middleton, he had 
with much pains and ingenuity erected a theatre. 

* The new Theatre is going to be opened ! Follow the 
Manager! Follow the Manager!' echoed a multitude of 
voices. 

4 jFoIIow the Manager !* echoed very disagreeably in 
Archer's ear ; but as he could not be left alone % he was 
also obliged to follow the Manager. The moment that 
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the door was unlocked, the crowd rushed in ; the delight , 
and wonder expressed at the sight was great, and the ] 
applauses and thanks, which were bestowed upon the 
Manager were long and loud. . j 

Archer at least thought them long, for he was impa- 
tient, till his voice could be heard. When at length the 
exclamations had spent themselves/he walked across 
the stage with a knowing air, and looking round con- 
temptuously— 

4 And is this your famous play-house?' cried he. * J 
wish you had any of you seen the play-house / have been 
used to!* 

These words made a great and visible change in the 
feelings and opinions of the public. * Who would be a 
servant of the public ? or who would toil for popular 
applause?'— A tew words spoken in a decisive tone by a 
new voice operated as a charm, and the play-house was 
in an instant metamorphosed in the eyes of the specta- 
tors. All gratitude for the past was forgotten, and the 
expectation of something better justified to the capricious 
multitude their disdain of what they had so lately pro- 
nounced to be excellent. 

Every one now began to criticise. One observed, 
* that tiae green curtain was full of holes, and would not 
draw up.' Another attacked the scenes— ' Scenes \ they* 
were not like real scenes. Archer must know best, be* 
cause he was used to these things.'— So every body 
crowded to hear something of the other play-house. 
They gathered round Archer to hear the description of 
his play-house, and at every sentence insulting compari- 
sons were made. When nS had done, his auditors look- 
ed round— sighed — and wished tliat Archer had been 
their Manager. They turned from De Grey, as from 
a person, who had done them an injury. Some of his 
friends— for he had friends, who were not swayed by the 
popular opinion — felt indignation at this ingratitude, and ' 
were going to express their feelings, but De Grey stop- 
ped them, and begged that he might speak for himself. 

4 Gentlemen/ said he, coming forward, as soon as he 
felt that he had sufficient command of himself— 

* My friends, I see you are discontented with me and 
my play-house. I have done my best to please you ; but 
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. if am body else can please you better, I shall be glad of 
it. I did not work so hard for the glory of being your 
Manager. You have my free leave to tear down* — Here 
his voice faultered, but he hurried on-— * You have my 
free leave to tear down all my work as fast as you please. 
—Archer, shake hands first, however, to shew that 
there's no malice in the case. 9 

Archer, who was touched by what his rival said, and 
stowing the hand of his new partisan Fisher, cried, 

* No, Fisher! no!— no pulling down We can alter it. 
There is a great deal of ingenuity in it, considering/ 

In vain Archer would now have recalled the public 
to reason. The time ibr reason was past ; enthusiasm 
had taken hold of their minds. — ' Down with it !— Down 
with it !' ' Archer forever ! ' cried Fisher, and tore down 
the curtain. The riot once begun, nothing could stop 
the little mob, till the whole theatre was demolished. 
The love of power prevailed in the mind of Archer ; he 
was secretly flattered by the zeal of hisjterty, and he 
mistook their love of mischief for attachment to himself. 
De Grey looked on superior. * I said I could bear to 
see all this, and I ean,--said he—* now it is all over.'-*- 
And now it was all over, there was silence. The riot- 
ers stood still to take breath, and to look at what they 
had done. There was a blank space before them. 

In this moment of silence there was heard something 
like a female voice.— * Hush ! — what strange voice is 
that?' said Archer. Fisher caught fast hold of his arm 
— Every body looked round to see where the voice came 
from. It was dusk— Two window shutters at the far- 
thest end of the building were seen to move slowly in- 
wards. De Grey, and in the same instant Archer, went 
forward ; and as the shutters opened, there appeared 
through the hole the dark face and shrivelled hands of 
a very old gipsey. ^She did not speak; but she looked 
first at one and then at another. At length she fixed her 
eyes upon De Grey—' Well, my good woman, what do 
you want with mer 

•Want!— nothing— with you,' said the old woman; 

* do you want nothing with me?' 

•Nothing/ said De Grey. Her eye immediately 
turned upon Archer— 4 You want something with me,' 
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said she with emphasis — * I !— What do I want !' replied 
Archer—' No,' said she, changing her tone, 'you want 
nothing— nothing will you ever want, or I am much mis- 
taken in that/ore.* * 

In that v>atch-chain> she should have said, for her 
quick eye had espied Archer's watch-chain. He was 
the only person in company who had a watch, and she 
therefore judged him to be the richest. 

4 Had you ever your fortune told, Sir, in your life?* 

* Not I !* said lie, looking at De Grey, as if he was a- 
fraid of his ridicule, if he listened to the gipsy. 

* Not you !— no ! — for you will make your own fortune, 
and the fortune of all that belong .to you !' 

* There's £ood news for my friends !' cried Archer— 
' And I'm one of them, remember that,' cried Fisher. 
— * And I'—* And I' — joined a number of voices. 

* Good luck to them !' cried the gipsy, * good luck to 
them all!' 

Then as soon as they had acquired sufficient confi- 
dence in her good will, they pressed up to the window 
— 4 There,' cried Townsend, as he chanced to stumble 
over the carpenter's mitre-box, which stood in the way 
— * there's a good omen for me. I've stumbled on the 
mitre-box ; I shall certainly be a Bishop.' 

Happy he who had sixpence, for he bid fair to be a 
idge upon the Bench. And happier he who had a shil- 
ng, for he was in the high road to be one day upon the 
woolsack, Lord High Chancellor of England. No one 
had half a crown, or no one would surely have kept it 
in his pocket upon such an occasion, for he might have 
been an Archbishop, a King, or what he pleased. 

Fisher, who like all weak people was extremely cre- 
dulous, had kept his post immoveable in the front row 
all the time, his mouth open, and his stupid eyes fixed 
upon the gipsy, in whom he felt implicit faith. 

Those, who have least confidence in their own pow- 
ers, and who have least expectation from the success of 
their own exertions, are always most disposed to trust in 
fortune-tellers, and fortune. They hope to wm y when 
they cannot earn ; and as they can never be convinted 
by those who speak sense, it is no wonder they are al- 
ways persuaded by those who talk nonsense. 
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1 1 hare a question to put,' said Fisher in a solemn tana 

* Put it then,* said Archer, * what hinders you ?' 

* But they will hear me/ said he, looking suspiciously 
at De Grey. 

4 J shall not hear you,' said De Grey, • I am going? 
Rverv body else drew back, and left him to whisper his 
question in the gipsy's, ear. " 

4 WhaJ has become of my iSvy ?* 

* Your sister Jjivy, do you mean?' said the gipsy. 

* No ; my latin Livy.' 

The gipsy paused for further information--' It had a 
leaf torn out in the beginning, and I hate Br. Middle- 
ton'— 

* Written in it,' interrupted the gipsy-^-. 

* Right — the very book !' cried Fisher with joy. * But 
how could you know it was Dr. Middleton's name? I 
thought I had scratched it, so that nobody could make 
it out.' 

* Nobody could make it out but me,' replied the gipsy- 
4 But never think to decieve me,' said she, shaking her 
head at him in a manner that made him tremble. 

* I don't deceive you indeed. I tell you the whole 
truth. I lost it a week ago.' 

4 True.' 

4 And when shall I find it ?' 

* Meet me here at this hour to-morrow evening, and 
I will answer you— *No more! — I must be gone— Not a 
word more to night.' 

She pulled the shutters towards her, and left the youth 
in darkness. All his companions were gone. He had 
been so deeply engaged in this conference, that he hac| 
not perceived their departure. He found all the world 
at supper, but no entreaties could prevail upon him to 
disclose his secret. Townsend rallied in vain. As for 
Archer, he was not disposed to destroy by ridicule the 
effect, which he saw that the old woman's predictions in 
his favour had had upon the imagination of many of his 
little partisans. He had privately slipped two shillings 
into the gipsy's hand to secure her; tor he was willing 
to pay any price for any means of acquiring power. 

The watch-chain had not deceived the gipsy, for Ar- 
cher was the richest person in the community^ Hns 
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fncnds had imprudently supplied him with more money, 
than is usually trusted to boys of his age. Doctor Mid- 
dleton had refused to give him a larger monthly allow- 
ance than the rest of his companions ; but he brought to 
school with him secretly the sum of five guineas. This 
appeared to his friends and to himself an inexhaustible 
treasure. 

Riches and talents would, he flattered himself, secure 
to him that ascendancy, of which he was so ambitious. 
' Am I your Manager, or not ?' was now his question. ' I 
scorn to take advantage of a hasty moment, but since 
last night you have had time to consider. If you desire 
me to be your Manager, you shall see what a theatre I 
will make for you. In this purse,* said he, shewing 
through the net- work a glimpse of the shining treasure 
— ' in this purse is Aladdin's wonderful lamp— Am I your 
Manager? — Put it to the vote.' 

It was put to the vote. About ten of the most rea- 
sonable ol the assembly declared their gratitude, and 
high approbation of their old friend De Grey ; but the 
numbers were in favour of the new friend. And as no 
metaphysical distinctions relative to the idea of a majo- 
rity had ever entered their thoughts, the most numerous 
party considered themselves as now beyond dispute in 
£he right. They drew off on one side in triumph, and 
their leader, who knew the consequence of a name in 
>arty matters, immediately distinguished his partisans 
jv the gallant name of drehers, stigmatising the friends 
of De Grey by the odious epithet of Greybeards. 

Amongst the Archers was a class, not very remarka- 
ble for their mental qualifications; but who by their 
bodily activity, and by the peculiar advantages annexed 
to their way of life, rendered themselves of the highest 
consequence, especially to the rich and enterprizing. 

The judicious reader will apprehend, that 1 allude to 
the persons called day- scholars. Amongst these, Fisher 
was distinguished by his knowledge of all the streets and 
shops in the adjacent town ; and, though a dull scholar, 
he had such reputation as a man of business, that who- 
ever had commissions to execute at the confectioner's, 
were sure to apply to him. Some of the youngest of his 
employers had, it is true, at times complained, that he 
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rna£e mistakes of halfpence and pence in their accounts ; 
but as these affairs could never be brought to a public 
trial, Fisher's character and consequence were undimi- 
nished, till the fatal day when his aunt Barbary forbade 
his visits to the confectioner; or rather, till she request- 
ed the confectioner, who had his private reasons for 
obeying her, not to receive her nephew's visits, as he had 
made himself sick at his house, and Mrs. Barbara's fears 
for his health were incessant. 

Though his visits to the confectioner's were thus at an 
end* there were many other shops open to him; and, 
with officious zeal, he offered his services to the net* 
Manager, to purchase whatever might be wanting for 
the theatre 

Since his father's death, Fisher had become a boarder 
at Dr. Middleton's; but his frequent visits to his aunt 
Babara afforded him opportunities of going into the town. 
The carpenter, De Grey's friend, was discarded by Ar- 
cher, for having said ' lack-a-daisy /' when he saw that 
the old theatre was pulled down. A new carpenter and 
paper-hanger, recommended by Fisher, where appointed 
to attend, with their tools, for orders at two o'clock. 
Archer, impatient to shew his ingenuity and his genero- 
sity, gave his plan and his orders in a few minutes, in a 
most decided manner. — * These things,' he observed, . 
* should be done with some spirit.' 

To which the carpenter readily assented, and added* 
that 'Gentlemen of spirit never looked to the exfienee, 
but always to the effect. 9 Upon this principle Mr. Chip 
set to work with all possible alacrity. In a few hours 
time he promised to produce a grand effect. High ex- 
pectations were formed— -nothing was talked of but the 
new play-house ; and so intent upon it was every head, 
that no lessons could be got. Archer was obliged in the 
midst of his various occupations, to perform the part ef 
grammar and dictionary for twenty different people. 

'Oh, ye Athenians!' he exclaimed, 'how hard do I 
work to obtain your praise !' , 

Impatient to return to the theatre, the moment the 
hoi\rs destined for instruction, or, as they ace termed by 
school-boys, school-hours, were over, each prisooor 
started up with a shout of joy. . • * 
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'Sft^Mittotnene, gtt*!emeft, if yoii please/ said to*. ' 
Midtifeton, in an awful voice. * Mr. Archer, returnr*© « 
your place — Are you all here .^— The name* of all the 
boys were called over, and when each had answered t» 
his flame, Br. Middleton said, 

' * Gentlemen, I am sorry to interrupt your amusements ; 
hut tilt you have contrary orders from me, no one, os 




will be so good as to dismiss him— I do not think proper 
to give my reasons for these orders ; but yoti who know 
jstt/ said the elector, and his eye* turned towards De 
Grey, * will not suspect me of caprice— I depend, gentle- 
men, upon your obedience.' 

To the dead silence, with which these orders were 
received, succeeded in few minutes an universal gnwrn— 

* So !' said Townsend, • all our diversion is over.'— « So,' 
whispered Fisher in the Manager's ear, 'this is some 
trick of the Greybeards; did you not observe how he 
looked at De Grey ?'— Fired by this idea, which had nt*- 
ver entered his mind before, Archer started from his 
reverie* and striking his hand upon the table; swore, that 

* he would not be outwitted by any Greybeard in Europe. 
^-sNo, not by ail of them put together. The Archers 
were surely a match for thetn— he would stand by them, 
if they would stand by him,' he declared with a loud 
voice, * agaihsv the whole world, and Dr. MiddJeton 
himself; with tittie Premium at his right hand.' 

Bvery body admired Archer's spirit, but were a lkfle 
appalled at the sound of standing against Dr. Middletotf. 

* Why not r* resumed the indignant Manager. * Nei- 
ther Dr. Wfiddteton, nor any Doctor upon earth shall treat 
tm withinjustice. ThU you see, is a stroke at me, and 
my party, and I won't bear it.' 

* Ot you are mistaken!' said De Grey, who was the 
only one, who dared to oppose reason to the angry 1 orator 

. .— 4 It cannot be a stroke aimed at you and your party, 
fct? he doe* not know that you futve a party.' 

* I'M make him know it, and 111 make you, knoy it 
tooy' said Archer; 'before I came here, you reigned 
alone, now yowr reign is over, Mr. De Grey. Remerr,- 
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ber my majority this morning, and your theatre last 
night. 

4 He has remembered it,' said Fisher ; * you see, the 
moment he was not to be our Manager, we were to have 
no theatre— no play-house— no plays. We must all sit 
down wkh our hands before us— all lor ' rood reasons' of 
Dr. Middleton's, which he does not vouchsafe to tell us.* 

* I won't be governed by any man's reasons, that he 
won't tell me, cried Archer ; * he cannot have good 
reasons, or why not tell them.' 

'Nonsense! i»e shall not susfiect him of caftrke ." 
'Why not?' 

* Because we, who know him,' said De Grey, 'have 
never known him capricious.' 

'Perhaps not; /know nothing about him,' said Archer. 
•' No,' said De Grey ; * for that very reason /speak, 
who do know him.— Don't be in a passion, Archer.' 

* I will be in a passion — I won't submit to tyranny— I 
won't be made a fool of by a few soft words. — You don't 
know me, De Grey— I'll go through with what I've be- 
gun— I am Manager, and I will be Manager, and you 
shall see my theatre finished in spite of you, and my 
party triumphant' 

'Party,' repeated De Grey — ' I cannot imagine what 
is in the word 'party,' that seems to drive you mad. 
We never heard of parties, till you came amongst us.' 

' No; before I came, I say, nobody dared oppose you, 
6ut /dare; and I tell you to your face— take care ot me 
—a warm friend and a bitter enemy, is my motto.' 

' I am not your enemy ! — I believe you are out of your 
senses, Archer !' said he laughing, 

* Out of my senses ! — No — you are my enemy !— Are 
not you my rival?— Did not you win the premium?— 
£>id not you want to be Manager?— Answer me, are not 
you, in one word, a Greybeard ?' 

' You called me a Greybeard, but my name is Qe 
Grey,' said he, still laughing. 

* Laugh on !' cried the other furiously. ' Come, Ar* 
chars* follow me !— we shall laugh by and by, I promise 
you.,' 

At the door Archer was stopped by Mr. Chip—.' p, 
Mr. Chip, I am ordered to discharge you*' 
♦ojt-. II. n ~* 
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4 Yes, Sir ; and here is a little bill—' 

* Bill, Mr. Chip !— why, you have not been at work for 
two.hours!* 

* Not much Over, Sir; but if you'll please to look into 
it, youll see it's for a few things you ordered. * The staff 
is alt laid out and delivered. The paper, and the festoon- 
bordering for the drawing-room scene is cut out, and left 
y«nder, within/ 

4 Yonder, within !— I wish you had not been in such a 
confounded hurry — six-and-twenty shillings !* cried he, 
* but I can't stay to talk about it now.— Ill tell you, Mr. 
Chip/ said Archer, lowering his voice, • what you must 
do tor me, my good fellow/— -Then drawing Mr. Chip 
aside, he begged him to pull down some of the wood- work 
which had been put up, and to cut it into a certain num- 
ber of wooden bars, of which he gave him the dimensions, 
with orders to place them all, when ready, under a hay- 
stack, which he pointed out Mr. Chip scrupled and he- 
sitated, and began to talk of * the Doctor* Archer im- 
mediately began to talk of the bill, and throwing downa 
guinea and a half, the conscientious carpenter pocketed 
the mohey directly, and made his bow. 

4 Well, Master Archer/ said he, • there's no refusing; 
you nothing.— You have such a way of talking one out of it 
—you manage me just like a child/ 

* Aye, aye?' said Archer, knowing that he had been 
cheated, and yet proud of managing a carpenter—' Aye, 
aye, I know the way to manage every body— let the things 
be ready in an hour's time — and hark'e ! leave your tools 
by mistake behind you, and a thousand of twenty-penny 
nails— Ask no questions, and keep your own counsel, like 
a wise man-'— off with you, and take care of * the Doc- 
tor: 

4 Archers J Archers!— To the Archer's tree foUow 
your leader/ cried he, sounding his well-known whistle 
as fWjjgnalr-HkToHowers gathered round him, and he, 
T% j% himself upon the mount at the foot of .the tree, 
counted his numbers, and then, in a voice lower than usual, 
addressed them thus: 

* My friends is there a Greybeard amongst us ? Jf there 
is, let him walk off now — he has my free leave/ 

No one stirred—' Then we are all Archers, and we 
will.stand by one another— join hands, ray friends/ 
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Th€f all joined hands. 

4 Promise me not to betray me, and I will go on — I ask 
no security but your honour.' 

They all gave their honour to be secret andfaititful, 
as he called it, and he went on— 

* Did you ever hear of such a thing as a Barring out y 
my friends ?* 

They had heard of such a thing; but they had only 
heard of it. 

Archer gave the history of a Barring out, in which he 
had been concerned at his school ; in which the boys stood 
out two days against the master, and gained their point 
at last, which was a week's more holidays at Easter. 

4 But if toe should not succeed,' said they, ( Dr. Middle* 
ton is so steady, he never goes back from what he has 
aasd*' 

4 Did you ever try to push him hack ?-~Let us be stea- 
dy, and he'll tremble— -tyrants always tremble when—* 
• * O !' interrupted a number of voices, * but he is not a 
tyrant, is he r* / 

4 All school-masters are tyrants, are not they?' replied 
Archer; * and is not he a school-master ?' 

To this logic there was no answer ; but, ^still reluctant, 
they asked ' What they should get by a Barring out ?' 

4 Get! — Every thing! — What we want!— which is 
every thing to lads of spirit — victory and liberty ! — Bar 
him out, till he repeals his tyrannical law — till he lets us 
into our own theatre again, or till he tells us his * good 
reasons' against it.' 

4 But perhaps he has reasons for not telling us.' 
. \ Impossible!' cried Archer, * that's the way we are 
- always to be governed by a man in a wig, who says he 
has good reasons, and can't tell them— Are you fools?— 
Go— go back to De Grey— I see you are all Greybeards 
—Go— who goes first ?' 
Nobody would gojirst. 

4 1 will have nothing to do with ye, if ye are tr ^lved 
to be slaves 4'. 

4 We won't be slaves !' they all exclaimed at once. 
4 Then,' said Archer, * stand out in the light and be 
free.' 
• The right. 9 — It would have taken up too much time 
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to examine what • the right' was< Archer was always 
sure, that ' the right 9 was what his party chose to do-— 
that is, what he chose to do himself; and such is the m-t 
fluence of numbers upon each other in conquering the 
feelings of shame, and in confusing the powers of reason- 
ing, that in a few minutes * the right' was forgotten, and 
each said to himself, 

4 To be sure, Archer is a very clever boy, and he can*t 
be mistaken ;' — or, ' To be sure Townsend thinks so, and 
he would not do any thing to get us into a scrape :' or, 
* To be sure every body will agree to this but myself, and 
I can't stand out alone, to be pointed at, as a Greybeard 
and a slave. Every body thinks it is right, and every 
body can't be wrong.* 

By some of these arguments, which passed rapidly 
through the mind, without his being conscious of them, 
each boy decided, and deceived himself— what none 
would have done alone, none scrupled to do as a party. 

It was determined then, that there should be a Barring 
out. # The arrangement of the affair was left to their new- 
Manager, to whom they all pledged implicit obedience. 

Obedience, it seems, is necessary, even from rebels t» 
their ringleaders — not reasonable, but implicit obedience. 

Scarcely had the assembly adjourned to the Ball-alley, 
when Fisher, with an important length of face, came up 
to the Manager and desired to speak one word to him. 

* My advice to you, Archer, is, to do nothing in this 
till we have consulted you know who about whether it's 
jight or wrong.' 

* You know who ! — Who do you mean ?— make haste, 
and don't make so many feces, for I'm in a hurry — Who 
is * You know who ?' 

4 The old woman,' said Fisher, gravely ; * the gipsy.* 

* You may consult the old woman,' said Archer, burst- 
ing out a laughing, ' about what's right and wrong, if you 
please ; but no old woman shall decide for me.' 

* No ; but you don't take me,' said Fisher. * You dont 
take me. By right and wrong, I mean lucky and un- 
lucky.* 

4 Whatever / do will {>e lucky,' replied Archer. * My 
gipsy told you that already.' 

* I know, I know,* said Fisher, «and what she Said 
about your friends being lucky— that went a great way 
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* I can tell you Maf-*-more than you think— Do you 
Jusowv' said he, laying hold of Archer's button, « I'm in 
the secret. Theraare nine of us have crooked our little 
Angers upon it not to stir a step till we get her advice ; 
and she has appointed me to meet her about particular 
business of my own at eight. So I'm to consult her; and 
to bring her answer.' 

Archer knew too well how to govern fools, to attempt 
^o reason with them; and, instead of laughing any long- 
er at Fisher's ridiculous superstition, he was determined 
to take advantage of it. He affected to be persuaded of 
the wisdom of the measure— -looked at his watch, urged 
him to be exact toa moment, conjured him to remember 
exactly the words'of the oracle, and, above all things, 
t a demand the lucky hour and minute when the Barring 
out should begin. 

With these instructions, Archer put his watch into 
the solemn dupe's hand, and left him to count the se- 
conds, till the moment of his appointment, whilst he ran 
off himself to prepare the oracle. At a little gate, 
which looked into a lane, through which he guessed that 
the gipsy must pass, he stationed himself, saw her, gave 
her half a crown and her instructions, made his escape, 
and got back unsuspected to Fisher, whom he found in 
the attitude in which he had left him, watching the mo- 
tion of the minute-hand. 

Proud of his secret commission, Fisher slouched his 
liat, he knew not why, over his face, and proceeded to- 
wards the appointed spot. To keep, as he had been 
charged to do by Archer, within the letter of the law, he 
stood behind the forbidden building, and waited some 
minutes. Through a gap in the hedge the o^d woman 
at length made her appearance, muffled up, and looking 
cautiously about her. 

* There's nobody near us !' said Fisher ; and he began 
t(? be a little afraid—* What answer,' said he, recollect- 
ing himself, • about my Livy ?' 

*- Lost '—Lost! — Lost!' said the gipsy, lifting up her 
hands, * never, never, never to be found ! — But no matter 
for that now — that is not your errand to-night— no tricks 
with me— speak, to me of what is next your heart.' 
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Fisher, astonished, put his hand upon his heart, told 
her all, that she knew before, and received the answers* 
which Archer had dictated — • That the Archers shook* 
be lucky as long as they stuck to their Manager and to 
one another ; that the Barring out should end m wc^ if 
not begun precisely as the clock should strike nine, on 
Wednesday night; but if begun in that lucky moment, 
and all obedient to their lucky leader, all should end weHf 
A thought, a provident thought, now struck Fisher; 
for even he had some foresight, where his favourite pat- 
sion was concerned — c Pray, in our Barring out, shall we 
be starved?' { 

1 No,' said the gipsy, ' not if you trust to me for food, 
and if you give me money enough — silver won't do for 
so many, gold is what must cross my hand.' 

• I have no gold,' said Fisher, ' and I don't know what 
you mean by so many ; — I'm only talking of number one, 
you know — I must take care of that first.' 

So, as Fisher thought, that it was possible, that Ar- 
cher, clever as he was, might be disappointed in his sop- 
?lies» he determined to take secret measures for himself. 
lis aunt Barbara's interdiction had shut him out of the 
confectioner's shop, but he flattered himself that he 
could outwit his aunt ; he therefore begged the gipsy to 
.procure him twelve buns by Thursday morning, and 
bring them secretly to one of the windows of the school- 
room. 

As Fisher did not produce any money when he made 
this proposal, it was at first absolutely rejected ; but a 
bribe at length conquered all difficulties ; and the bribe 
which Fisher found himself obliged to give — for he had 
no pocket mcney left of his own, he being as much it- 
stricled'm that article as Archer was indulged — the bribe 
that he found himself obliged to give, to quiet the gipsy, 
was half a crown, which Archer had entrusted to him to 
buy candles for 'he theatre. — * O,' thought he to himselfc 
* Archer's so careless about money, he will never think 
of asking me for the half-crown again ; and now heTl 
want no candles for the theatre — or at any rate it will be 
some time first, and may be aunt Barbara may be got to 
give me that much at Christmas — then, if the worst 
comes to the worst I can pay Archer.— My mouth wa- 
ters for the buns, and have 'em I miist now.* j 
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So, for the hofle of twelve buns, he sacrificed the mo- 
ney, which had been entrusted to him.— -The meanest 
Motives, in mean minds, often prompt to the commission 
of those great faults, to which, one should think, nothing 
but some violent passion could have tempted. 

The ambassador having thus, in his opinion, concluded 
his own and the public business, returned well satisfied 
'with the result, after receiving the gipsy's reiterated 
promise, to tap three times at the window on Thursday 
morning. 

The day appointed for the Barring out at length ar- 
rived; and Archer, assembling the confederates, in- 
formed them, that all was prepared for carrying their 
"design into execution ; that he now depended for success 
upon their punctuality and courage. He had, within the 
last two hours, got all the bars ready to fasten the doors 
and window shutters of the school-room ; he had, with 
the assistance of two of the day scholars, who were oP 
the party, sent into the town for provision, at his own 
expense, which would make a handsome supper for that 
- riight ; he had also negotiated with some cousins of his, 
who lived in the town, for a constant supply in future. 

* Bless me/ exclaimed Archer, suddenly stopping in 
this narration of his services, * there's one thing, alter all, 
IVe forgot, we shall be undone without it— Fisher, pray 
did you ever buy the candles for the play-house ?' 

* No, to be sure,' replied Fisher, extremely frightened, 
4 you know you don't want candles for the play-house 
now.' 

* Not for the play-house, but for the Barring out — 
we shall be in the dark, man — you must run this minute, 
run.' 

* For candles?' said Fisher, confused, • how many ? — 
what sort .^ 

4 Stupidity !' exclaimed Archer, ' you are a pretty fel- 
low at a dead lift! — Lend me a pencil and a bit of paper, 
do; I'll write down what I want myself? — Well, what 
are you fumbling for ?' 

* For money V said Fisher colouring* 

1 Money, roan ? Didn't I give you half a crow the 
other day r' 

* Yes,' replied Fisher, stammering ; * but I wasnt sure, 
that that might be enough.' 
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, * Enough ! y«% to be sure** witt—I <k»\ low* *h£t 

you are a*.' 

« Nothing, nothing/ said Fisher, ' here, write upon Afe 
then/ putting a piece of paper into Archer's hand, upoD 
w hich Archer wrote his orders.-^-' Away, away !' cried tosv 

And away went Fisher.— He returned; but not until 
a, considerable time afterwards. 

They were at supper when he returned. — ' Fisher al- 
ways comes in at supper time/ observed one of the 
Greybeards, carelessly. 

* Well, and would you have him come in after sup* 
. per time/ said Townsend, who always supplied his party 

with ready wit. 

4 I've got the candles,' whispered Fisher, as he passed 
by Archer to his place.—* 

* And the tinder-box V said Archer. 

* Yes ; I got back from my aunt Barbara under pre 8 - 
tenee, that I must study for repetition-day an hour later 
to-night— So I got leave. — Was not that clever ?' 

A dunce always thinks it clever to cheat even by wber 
Iks. 

How Mr. Fisher procured the candles and the tinder- 
box without money, and without credit, for he had no 
credit, we shall discover in future. 

Archer and his associates had agreed to stay the last 
in the school-room, and as soon as the Greybeards were 
gone out to bed, he, as the signal, was to shut and lock 
one door, Townsend the other ; a third conspirator was 
to strike a light, in case they should not be able to secure 
a candle ; a fourth was to take charge of the candle as 
soon as lighted ; and all the rest were to run to their bars, 
which were secreted in the room ; then to fix them to 
the common fastening bars of the window, in the manner 
in which they had been previously instructed by the Ma- 
nager. Thus each had his part assigned, and each was 
warned* that the success of the whole depended upon their 
order and punctuality. 

Order and punctuality it appears are necessary even 
in a Barring out; and even rebellion must have its laws. 

Tfee lon§ expected moment at length arrived. De 
Grey and his friends unconscious of what was going for- 
ward, walked out of the schopj-room as usuaj at bed time. 
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The clock began to strike nine. There was one Grey- 
beard left in the room, who was packing up some of his 
books, which had been left about by accident. It is im- 
possible to describe the impatience, with which he was 
watched, especially by Fisher, and the nine who dq>end- 
ed upon the Gipsy oracle. 

When he had got all his books together under his arm, 
he let one of them fell ; and whilst he stopped to pick it 
up Archer gave the signal. The doors were shut, lock- 
ed, and double-locked in an instant. A light was struck, 
arid each ran to his post. The bars were all in the same 
moment put up to the windows ; and Archer, when he had 
tried them all, and seen that they were secure, gave a loud 
* Huzza !' — in wfeich he was joined by all the party most 
manfully— by all but the poor Greybeard, who, the pic- 
ture of astonishment, stood stock still in the midst of them 
with his books under his arm ; at which spectacle, Town- 
send, who enjoyed thejrolic of the fray more than any 
thing else, burst into an immoderate fit of laughter.— 

* * So, my little Greybeard,' said he, holding a candle 
full in his eyes * what think you of all this ?— How came 
you amongst the wicked ones ?' 

* I don't know indeed,' said the Httle boy very grave- 
ly, .' you shut me up amongst you — won't you let me 
out?' 

* Let you out ! No, no> my little Greybeard,' said Ar- 
cher, catching hold of him, and dragging him to the win- 
dow bars*-' Look ye here — Touch these — Put your hand 
to them — pull, push, kick,— put a little spirit into it, man 
—Kick like an Archer, if ye can— away with ye. It's a 
pity that the King of the Greybeards is not here to ad- 
mire me— I should like to shew him our fortifications. But 
come my merry-men all, now to the feast. Out with the 
table into the middle of the room— Good cheer, my jolly 
Archers !— I'm your Manager !' 

Townsend, delighted with the bustle, rubbed his hands 
and capered about the room, whilst the preparations for 
the feast were hurried forward. 

* Four candies !— Four candles on the table. Let's have 
things in style when we are about it, Mr. Manager,' cried 
Townsend, * Places V-Places! There's nothing like a 
fair scramble, my boy »— Let every one take care of him- 
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self— Hallo ! Greybeard, I've knocked Greybeard down 
here in die souffle — Get up again, my lad, and see a little 
of life.' 

• No, no,' cried Fisher, • he shan't sufi with us.* 

• No, no/ cried the Manager, ' he shan't live with us ; 
a Greybeard is not fit company for Archers. 9 

• No, no/ cried Townsend, * evil communications cor- 
rupt good manners.' 

So with one unanimous hiss they hunted the poor little 
gentle boy into a corner; and having pent him up with 
benches, Fisher opened his books for him, which he 
thought the greatest mortification, and set up a candle 
beside him-— 4 There, now he looks like a Greybeard as 
He is !' cried they. 

• Tell me what's the Latin for cold roast beef,* said 
Fisher, exulting, and they returned to their feast. 

Long and loud they revelled. They had a few bottles 
of cider. * Give me the corkscrew, the cider shan't' be 
kept till it's sour/ cried Townsend, in answer to the Ma- 
nager, who, when he beheld tlie provision vanishing with 
surprising rapidity, began to fear for the morrow. 

• Hang to-morrow !* cried Townsend, ' let Greybeards 
think of to-morrow ; Mr. Manager, here's your good 
health.* 

The Archers all stood up as their cups were filled to 
drink the health of their chief with an Universal cheer. 

But at the moment that the cups were at their lips, and 
as Archer bowed to thank the company, a sudden shower 
from above astonished the whole assembly. They look- 
ed up and beheld the rose of a watering engine, the long 
neck of which appeared through a trap- door in the ceil- 
ing. 

4 Your good health, Mr. Manager/ said a voice, which 
was known to be the gardener's, and in the midst of their 
surprise and dismay the candles were suddenly extinguish- 
ed — the trap-door shut down, and they were left in utter 
darkness. 

4 The Devil ." said Archer— 

4 Don't swear, Mr. Manager/ said the same voice 
from the ceiling, 4 1 hear every word you say/ . 

4 Mercy upon us!' exclaimed Fisher. * The clock/ 
added he, whispering, 4 must have been wrong, ft>r it hall 
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done striking when we began*— Onhr you remember, 
Archer, it had just done before you had done locking your 
door*' 

' Hold your tongue blockhead !* said Archer. — * Well, 
boys ! were ye never in the dark before ? You are not 
afraid of ashower of rain, I hope — Is any body drowned ? f 

* No, 9 said they with afaint laugh, * but what shall we 
do here in the dafk, all night long, and all day to morrow ? 
— we can't unbar the shutters.' 

* It's a wonder nobody ever thought of that tfap-door,' 
said Townsend. 

The trap-door had indeed escaped the Manager's ob- 
servation, as the house was new to him, and the ceiling 
being newly white-washed, the opening was scarcely per- 
ceptible. Vexed to be out-generalled, and still more vex- 
ed to have it remarked, Avcher pouned forth a volley of 
incoherent exclamations and reproaches against those, 
who were thus so soon discouraged by a trifle ; and grop- 
ibg for the tinder-box he asked if any thing could be ea- 
sier than to strike a light again. 

The light appeared. But at the moment that it made 
the tinder-box visible, another shower from above aim- 
ed, and aimed exactly at the tinder-box, drenched it with 
water, and rendered it totally unfit for further service. 

Archer in a fury dashed it to the ground. And now 
for the first time he felt what it was to be the unsuccess- 
ful head of a party. He heard in his turn the murmurs 
of the discontented, changeable populace ; and, recollect- 
ing all his bars, and bolts, and ingenious contrivances, he 
Was more provoked at their blaming him for this one on- 
ly over-sight, than he was grieved at the disaster itself. 

* O, my hair is all wet ! r cried one dolefully. 
. * Wring it then,' said Archer. 

4 My hand's cut with your broken glass,' cried another. 

* Glass ?* cried a third, * mercy ! Is there broken glass ? 
and it's all about, I suppose, amongst the supper — and I 
bad but one bit of bread all the time.' 

* Bread .»' cried Archer—' Eat, if you want it— Here's a 
piece here, and no glass near it.' 

4 Its all wet— And I don't like dry bread by itself— 
That's no feast.' 

* Heigh-day .' What nothing but moaning and grum- 
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Wing !— If these are the joys of a Barring out* criedTown- * 
send, ' I'd rather be snug in my bed. I expected that 
we should have sat up till twelve o'clock, t^fcing and 
laughing and singing.' .* ^ 

4 So you may still, what hinders you r* said Archer— 
* Sing, and we*U join you, and I should be glad those fel- 
lows over-head heard us tinging. Begin, Townsend.— - 

* Come now all ye social Powers, 

* Spread your influence o'er na— ' 

or else — , ' - 

' Rule Britannia ! Britannia rule the waves ! 
• Britons never wiH be slaves.' 

Nothing can be more melancholy than forced merri- 
ment. In vain they roared in chorus. In vain they tried 
to appear gay— It would not do. The voices died away 
and dropped off one by one. They had each provided 
himself with a great coat to sleep upon, but now in the 
dark there was a peevish scrambling contest for the coats, 
and half the company, in very bad humour, stretched 
. themselves upon the benches for the night. 

There is great pleasure in. bearing any thing that has 
the appearance of hardship, as long as there is any glory 
to be acquired by it ; but when people feel themselves 
fciltd, there is no further pleasure in endurance : and if 
in their misfortune there is any mixture of the ridiculous, 
tile motives for heroism are immediately destroyed. Dr. 
Middleton had probably considered this, in the choice be 
made of his first attack. 

Archer, who had spent the night as a man that had the 
cares of government upon his shoulders, rose early in the 
morning, whilst every body else was fast asleep. In the 
night he had revolved the affair of the trap-door, and a 
new danger had alarmed him. It was possible, that the 
enemy might descend upon them through the trap-door. 
The room had been built high, to acjmit a free circulation 
of air. It was twenty feet high j so that it was' in vain to 
think of reaching to the trap-door. As soon as day -light 
appeared, Archer rose softly, that he might reconnoitre* 



and devise some method of guarding against this nejf dan- 
ger. Luckily there were round holes in the tMro tbe - 
window shutters, which admitted sufficient lightlor him 
to wprk by. The remains of the soaked feast; wet qan- 

ooQle $ 
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&es> and broken glass, spread over the table in the mid- 
dle of th * room, looked rather dismal this morning. 

* A pretty set of fellows I have to manage !' said Ar« 
cher, contemplating the group of sleepers before him.*— 
* It is well they have somebody to think for them. Now if 
I wanted— which thank goodness I don't— but if I did want 
to call a cabinet-council to my assistance, whom could I 
pitch upon ?— Not this stupid snorer, who is dreaming of 
gipsies, if he is dreaming of any thing/ continued Archer, 
as he looked into Fisher's open mouth. 

* This next chap is quick enough, but then he is so food 
of having every thing his own way. 

4 And this curl-pated monkey, who is grinning in his 
sleep, is all tongue, and no brains. 

* Here are brains, though nobody would think it, in 
this lump,' said he, looking at a fat, rolled up, «feeavy 
breathing sleeper ; * but what signify brains to such a la- 
zy dog ; I might kick him for my foot-ball this half hour* 
before I should get him awake. 

* This lank-jawed Harlequin beside him is a handy fel- 
low, to be sure ; but then if he has hands, he has no head.. 
— and he'd be afraid of his own shadow too, by this light, 
he is such a coward ! 

* AndTownsend, why he has puns in plenty ; but when 
there's any work to be done, he's the worst fellow to be 
near one in the world— he can do nothing bat laugh, at 
his own puns. 

c This poor little fellow, that we hunted into the cor- 
ner, has more sense than all of them put together ; but 
then he is a Greybeard.' 

Thus speculated the chief of a party upon his sleeping 
friends.— And how did it happen, that he should be so am- 
bitious to please and govern this set, when, for each indi- 
vidual of which it was composed, he felt such supreme con- 
tempt. He had formed them into n/iarty , had given them 
a name, and he was at their head. If these be not good 
reasons, none better cj£be assigned for Archer's conduct 

4 1 wish ye could affHeep on/ said he, but I must wak- 
en ye, though ye will be only in my way. The sound 
of my hammering must waken Ahem ; sal may as well 
do the thing handsomely, ' and natter some of them by 
pretending to ask their advice.' ' " \ 

vol. ai. 
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Accordingly, he puHSd two or three to wake* thou. 
•Come, Townsend, waken, mybqjr! Here's some diver- 
swrifor yoo--up! up!* 

' Diversion !' cried Townsend, * I'm your man! I'm up 

So, raider the name of dtoernon, Archer set Townsend 
to work at four o'clock in the morning. They had nails, 
a lew tools, and several spars, still left from the wreck 
of the play-house. These, by Archer's directions, they 
sharpened at one end, and nailed them to the ends of se- 
veral forms. All hands were now called to clear away 
the supper things, and to erect these forms perpendicu- 
larly under the trap-door ? and, with the assistance of a 
few braces, a chevaux-de-frise was formed* upon which 
nobody could venture to descend. At the farthest end of 
the rotto, they likewise formed a penthouse of the tables, 
under which they proposed to breakfast, secure from the 
•pelting storm, if it should again assail them through the 
t^rap-door. They crowded under the penthouse as soon 
as it was ready, and their admiration of its ingenuity paid 
the workmen for the job. 

* Lord! I shall like to see the gardener's phiz through 
the trap-door, when he beholds the* spikes under him!' 
criefi Townsend.-— • Now for breakfast!' 

4 Aye, now for breakfast,' said Archer, looking at his 
watch ; ' past eight o'clock, and my town boys not come ! 
I don't understand this !' 

Archer had expected a constant supply of provision 
from two boys who lived in the town, who were cousins 
of his, and who had promised to come everjj day, and 
put food in at a certain hole in the wall, in which a ven- 
tilator usually turned. This ventilator Archer had tak- 
en down, and had contrived it so, that it could be easily 
removed and replaced at pleasure; -but, upon examina- 
tion, it was now perceived, that the hole had been newly 
stopped up by an iron back, which it was impossible to 
penetrate or remove. 

4 It never came into my head, that any body would ever 
have thought of the ventilator but myself!' exclaimed 
Archer, in great perplexity. He listened, and waited for 
his cousins, but no cousins came ; and, at a late hour, the 
company were obliged to breakfcst upen the scattered 
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fragments of the last night's feast. That feast had been 
spread with such imprudent profusion, that little now re- 
maned, to satisfy the hungry guests. Archer, who well 
knew the effect, which the apprehension of a scarcity 
would have upon his associates, did every thing that could 
be done by a oold countenance and reiterated assertions, 
to persuade them that his cousins would certainly come 
at last, and that the supplies were only delayed. The 
-delay, however, was alarming. 

Fisher, alone, heard the Manager's calculations, and 
saw the public fears unmoved. Secretly rejoicing in his 
own wisdom, he walked from window to window, slyly 
listening for tne gipsy's signal. ' There it is!' cried he, 
with more joy sparkling in his eyes, than had ever enlight- 
ened them before ; * Come this way, Archer ; but don't 
tell any body. Hark ! do ye hear those three taps at the 
window ?— This is the old woman with twelve Jnins for 
me ! Ill give you one whole one for yourself, if you will 
unbar the window for me.' 

4 Unbar the window !' interrupted Archer ; * no, that 
I won't, for you or the gipsy either; but I have heard 
enough to get your buns without that. But stay, there 
is something of more consequence than your twelve buns 
«-I must think for ye aH, I see, regularly.' 

So he summoned a council, and proposed that every 
qpe should subscribe, and trust the subscription to the 
gipsy, to purchase a fresh supply of provision. Archer 
laid down a guinea of his own money tor his subscription ; 
at which sight all the company clapped their hands, and 
his popularity rose to a high pitch With their renewed 
hopes of plenty. Now, having made a list of their wants, 
they folded the money in the paper, put it into a bag, 
which Archer tied to a long string, and, having broken 
the pane of glass behind the round hole in the window 
shutters, he let down the bag to the gipsy. She promised 
to be punctual ; and having Med the bag with Fisher's 
twelve buns, they were drawn up with triumph, and every 
body anticipated the pleasure, with which they should see 
the same bag drawn up at dinner time. The buns were 
a little squeezed in being drawn through the hole, in the 
window shutter ; but Archer immediately sawed out a 
piece of the shutter, and broke the corresponding panes 
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in each of the other windows, to prevent suspicion, and 
to make it appear, that they had all been broken to ad- 
mit the air. i 

What a pity that so much ingenuity should have been 
employed to no purpose. It may have surprised the in- 
telligent reader, that the gipsy was so punctual to her 
promise to Fisher ; but we must recollect, that her ap- 
parent integrity was only cunning ; she was punctual, 
that she might be employed again— that she might be 
entrusted with the contribution,which, she foresaw, must, 
he raised amongst the famishing garrison. No sooner 
had she received the money than her end was gained. 

Dinner time came — It struct three, four, five, six. 
They listened with hungry ears, but no signal was heard. 
The morning had been very long, and Archer had in vain 
tried to dissuade them from devouring the remainder of 
the provision before they were sure of a fresh supply. 
And now, those who had been the most confident, were 
the most impatient of their disappointment 

Archer, in the division of. the food, had attempted, by 
the most scrupulous exactness, to content the public ; and 
he was both astonished and provoked, to perceive that 
his impartiality was impeached. So differently do,peo* 
pie judge in different situations. — He was the first person, 
to accuse his master of injustice, and the least capable of 
bearing such an imputation upon himself from, others. 
He now experienced some of the joys of power, and the 
delight of managing unreasonable numbers. 

* Have not I done every ttyjng I could to please ye? 
Have not I spent my money tobuv ye food ? Have not I 
divided the last morsel with ye ? I have not tasted one 
mouthful to-day ! — Did jiet I set to work for ye at sun- 
rise ? Did nqt I lie awake all night -for ye ? Have not I 
had all the labour, all, the anxiety ? Look round and see 
my contrivances, my work, my generosity ! And, after all, 
you think mt. a tyrant, because I want you to have com- 
mon sense; Is not thisjfcm which I held in my hand my 
own ? Did not I earn it by my own ingenuity from that 
selfish dunce (pointing to Fisher} who could never have 
gotten one of his twelve buns, if I had not shewn him how : 
eleven of them he has eaten since morning for his own 
share, without offering any mortal a morsel ; but I scorn 

Digitized by GoOgle 



BARRING OUT. 164 

t« cat even what is justly my own, when I see so many 
hungry creatures longing for it I was not going to touch • 
this last morsel myself ; I only begged you to keep it till 
supper time, when youftl want it the more ; and Town- 
sena, who can't bear the slightest thing that crosses his 
own whims, and who thinks there's nothing in this world 
to be minded but his own diversion, calls me a tyrant. 
-You all of you promised to obey me— the first thing I ask- 
ed you to do for your own good, and when, it you had 
common sense, you must know I can want notning but 
your good, you rebel against me.— Traitors !— Fools !— 
Ungrateful tools!' 

Archer walked up and down, unable to command his 
emotion, whilst, for the moment, the discontented multi- 
tude was silenced. 

4 Here,' said he, striking his hand upon the little boy Ti 
shoulder, ' Here's the only one amongst ye, who has not 
uttered one word of reproach or complaint, and he has had 
but one bit of bread — a bit that I gave him myself this 
day. — Here !' said he, snatching the bun, which nobody 
had dared to touch — * Take it — it's mine — I give it to 
you, though you are a Greybeard — you deserve it--eat 
it, and be an Archer, You shall be my captain—will you f* 
said he, lifting him up in his arms above the rest. 

4 1 like you now,' said the little boy courageously ; * but 
I love De Grey better ; he has always been my friend, 
and he advised me never to call myself any of those names, 
Archer or Greybeard, so I won't : though I am shut in 
here, I have nothing to do with it. I love Dr. Middleton ; 
he was never unjust to me ; and, I dare say that he has 
very good reasons, as De Grey said, for forbidding us to 
go into that house-.-besides, irs his own.' 

Instead of admiring the good sense and steadiness of 
this lad, Archer suffered Townsend to snatch, the un- 
tasted bun out of his hands. He flung it at the hole in 
the window, but it fell back. The Archers scrambled 
for it, and Fisher ate it. ' 

Ajpher saw this, and was sensible that he had not done 
handsomely in suffering it. A few momcpfcs ago he had 
admired his own generosity, and though he had felt the 
injustice of others, he had not accused himself of any. 
lie turned awav from the little boy, and sitting down at 
o2 i 

Digitized by^OOgie 



162 - BARRING OUT. 

one end of the table, hid his face in his hands. He < 
tinued immoveable in this posture for some time. 
'Lord!' said Townsend, * it -Was an excellent joke!* 

* Pooh !' said Fisher, * what a fool, to think so mud* 
about a bun !' 

* Never mind, Mr. Archer, if you are thinking about 
me,' said the little boy, trying gently to pull his hand* 
from his face. 

Archer stooped down, and lifted him up upon the 
table ; at which sight the enraged partisans set up a ge- 
neral hiss — ' He has forsaken us! He deserts his party ! 
He wants to be a Greybeard ! After he has got us all into 
this scrape, he will leave us !' 

' I am not going to leave you,' cried Archer — * No one 
shall ever accuse me of deserting my party. Ill stick 
by the Archers, right or wrong, I tell you, to the last 
moment :— but this little fellow — take it as you please, 
mutiny if you will, and throw me-out of the window ; 
call me traitor, coward, Greybeard— ithis little fellow is 
worth you all put together, and 111 stand by him against 
whoever dares to lay a finger upon him : and the next 
morsel of food that I see shall be his; touch him who 
4ares. 

The commanding air with which Archer spoke and* 
looked, and the belief that the little boy deserved his pro- 
tection, silenced the crowd; but the storm was only 
imshed. 

No sound of merriment was now to be heard— -no 
battledoor and shuttlecock, no ball, no marbles. Some 
sat in a corner, whispering their wishes, that Archer 
would unbar the doors, and give up. Others stretching 
their arms and gaping, as they sauntered up and down 
the room, wished tor air, or food, or water. Fisher and 
his nine, who had such firm dependence upon the gipsy, 
now gave themselves up to utter despair. It was eight 
o'clock, growing darker and darker every minute, and 
no candles, no light could they have. The prospect of 
another long dark night made them still more discontent- 
ed. Townsend at the head of the yawners, and Fisher 
at the head of the hungry malcontents, gathered round 
Archer, and the few yet unconquered spirits, demanding 
■* how long he meant to keep them in this dark dungeon i 
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aftd whether he expected, that they should starve them- 
selves to death for his sake r* 

The idea of giving' up. was more intolerable to Ar- 
<3her than all the rest ; he sawj that the majority, his 
own convincing argument, was against him. He "was 
therefore obliged to condescend to the arts of persuasion. 
He flattered some with hopes of food from the town 
boys. Some he reminded of their promises. Others he 
praised lor former prowess; and others he shamed by 
the repetition of then* high vaunts in the beginning of 
the business. 

It was at length resolved, that at all events they would 
hold out. With this determination they stretched them- 
selves again to sleep, for the second night, in weak and t 
weary obstinacy. 

Archer slept longer and more soundly than usual the 
next morning, and, when he awoke — he found his hands > 
tied behind him. Three or four boys had just gotten 
hold of his feet, which they pressed down, whilst the 
trembling hands of Fisher were fastening the cord round 
them. With all the force which rage could inspire, Ar- 
cher struggled and roared to * hia Archers /'—his friends 
—his party !— for help against the traitors. 

But all kept aloot Townsend, in particular, stood 
laughing, and looking on. 'I beg your pardon. Archer, 
but really you look so droll ! — All alive and kicking! — 
don't be angry — I'm so weak I cannot help laughing to- 
day-' 

The packthread cracked — * His hands are free ! He's 
loose!' cried the least of the boys, and ran away, whilst 
Archer leaped up, and seizing hold of Fisher with a 
powerful grasp, sternly demanded, ' what he meant by 
this?' 

* Ask my party,' said Fisher, terrified ; they set me 
on ; ask my party/ 

* Your party !' cried Archer, with a look of ineffable 
contempt : * You reptile ! your party ! Can such a tiring 
as. you have a party ?' 

* To be sure,' said Fisher, settling his collar, which 
Archer in his surprise, had let go— to be sure—why not? 
Any man who chooses it may have a party as well as 
youn&f, I suppose. I have my nine Fishermen. — \ 
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At these words, spoken with much sullen importance 
Archer, in spite of his vexation, could not help laughing. 
« Fishermen !' cried he, • Fishermen ." 

* And why not Fishermen as well as Archers P cried 
they, * one party is just as good as another ; It is only a 
question which can get the upper hand ; and we had 
your hands tied just now * 

* That's right, Townsend,' said Archer, * laugh on, my 
» boy ! Friend or foe it's all the same to you. I know how 

to value your friendship now. You are a mighty good 
fellow when the sun shines; but, let a storm come, and 
how you slink away !' 

At this instant Archer felt the difference between a, 
good comfianion, and a good friend; a difference, which 
some people do not discover till too late in life. 

* Have I no friend ? — no real friend amongst ye all? 
And could ye stand by and see my hands tied behind me, 
like a thiers ? What signifies such a party ? — All mute?* 

' We want something to eat,' answered the Fisher- 
men. • What signifies such a party, indeed ? — and such 
a manager, who can do nothing for one ?' 

* And have I done nothing ?' 

* Don't let's hear any more prosing,* said Fisher; ' we 
are too many for you. I've advised my party, if they've 

• a mind not to be starved, to give you up tor the ring- 
leader, as you were ; and Dr. Middleton will let us m 
off, I dare say.' 

So, depending upon the sullen silence of the assembly, 
he again approacned Archer with a cord. A cry of 
* No ! no! no ! Don't tie him' — was feebly raised. 

Archer stood still ; but the moment Fisher touched him, 
he knocked him down to the ground ; and, turning to the 
rest with eyes sparkling with indignation, * Archers !' 
scried he. 

A voice at this instant was heard at the door — it was 
De Grey's voice—' I have a large basket of provision for 
your breakfast.' 

A general shout of joy was sent forth by the vbracions 
public — 'Breakfast! — provision! — a large basket— fie 
Grey for ever! — Huzza !' 

De Grey promised, upon his honour, that if they would 
unbar the door, nobody would come m with him, and no 
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advantage should be taken of them* This promise was 
enough, even for Archer. 

* I will let him in,' said he r ' myself, for I'm sure he 
will never break his word.' 

He pulled away the bar— the door opened — and hav- 
ing bargained for the liberty of Melsom (the little boy 
who had been shut in by mistake,) De Grey pushed in 
his basket of provision, and locked and barred the door 
instantly. 

Joy and gratitude sparkled in every face, when he un- 
packed his basket, and spread the table with a plentiful 
breaklFast. A hundred questions were asked him at once 
— ' Eat first,' said he, ' and we will talk afterwards.* 
This business was quickly dispatched by people who had 
not tasted food for several hours. Their curiosity increas- 
ed as their hunger diminished. • Who sent us breakfast ? 
Does Dr. Middleton know ?' — were questions reiterated 
from every mouth. 

* He does know,' answered De Grey, ' and the first 
thing I have to tell you is, that I am your fellow prison- 
er. I am to stay here, till you give up. This was the 

_only condition, on which Dr. Middleton would allow me 
to bring you food, and he will allow no more.' 

Every one looked at the empty basket. But Archer,' 
hi whom half- vanquished party spirit, revived with the 
strength he had gottonfrom his breakfast, broke into ex- 
clamations in praise of De Grey's magnanimity, as he 
now imagined that De Grey was become one of them- 
selves. 

* And you will join us, will you ? — that's a noble felldw !' 

* No,' answered De Grey, calmly, * but I hope to per- 
suade or rather to convince you, that you ought to join 
me.' 

* You would have found it no hard task, to have per- 
suaded or convinced us, which ever you pleased,* said 
Townsend, * if you had appealed to Archers fasting, but ' 
Archers feasting are quite other animals. Even Caesar 
himself, after breakfast, is quite another thing !' added he, 
pointing to* Archer. 

* You may speak for yourself, Mr. Townsend,' replied 
the insulted hero, * but not for me, or for Archers in ge- 
neral, if you please. We unbarred the door upon the 
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fifth of De Grey's protniBe-*/to was not giving up, 
And it would have been just as difficulty I promise you, 
to persuade or convince me either, that I should give up 
against my honour before breakfast as after. 9 

This spirited speech was applauded by many, who had 
now forgotten the feelings of famine. Not so Fisher, whose 
memory was upon this occasion very distinct. 

• What nonsense' — and the orator paused for a syno- 
nymous expression, but none was at hand, * What 
nonsense and— nonsense is here ! — Why, don't you re- 
member, that dinner time, supper time, and break- 
fast time will come again ? So what signifies mouthing 
about persuading and convincing. We will not go through 
again what we did yesterday. Honour me no honour, I 
don't understand it. — I'd rather be flogged at once, as 
I've been many's the good time for a less thing. I say, 
we'd better all be flogged at once, which must be the end 
of it, sooner or later, than wait here to be without dinner, 
breakfast, and supper, all only because Mr. Archer 
won't give up because of his honour, and nonsense !* 

Many prudent faces amongst the Fishermen seemed 
j Jo deliberate at the close of this oration, in which the ar- 
t t guments were brought so * home to each man's business 
,/ Vand bosom/ 

jjr* • But,' said De Grey, * when we yield, I hope It will 
not be merely to get our dinner, gentlemen. When we 
yield Archer—' 

• Don't address yourself to me,' interrupted Archer, 
' struggling with his pride ; ' you have no farther occasion 

to try to win me — I have no power, no party, you see 1 
and now I find that I have no friends, I don't care what 
becomes of myself. I suppose I'm to be given up as a 
ringleader. Here's this Fisher, and a party of his Fish- 
ermen, were going to tie me hand ana foot, if I had not 
knocked bim down, iust as you came to the door, Be 

\ Grey ; and now, perhaps, you will join Fisher's party 

"^ against me.' 

De Grey was going to assure him, thathe had no in- 
tention of joining any party, when a sudden change ap- 
peared in Archer's countenance. 

• Silence !' cried Archer, in an imperious tone ; and 
there was silence. Some one was heard to whistle the 
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beginning df a tone, that was perfectly new to everybody 
present, except to Archer, who immediately whistled trie 
oonchiskn. 

4 There !' cried he, looking at De Grey with triumph, 
4 that's a method of holding secret correspondence whilst 
a prisoner, which I learned from " Richard Coeur de Li- 
on." I know how to make use of every thing. Hollo, 
friend ! are you there at last ?' cried he, going to the yen* 
tilator. 

* Yes, but we are barred out here.' 

* Round to the window, then, and fill your bag ; well 
let it down, my lad, in a thrice, bar me out who can/ 

Archer let down the bag with all the expedition ofjoy, 
"" ' " " ' "■" " r— 4 Pu" 



and it was filled with all the expedition of fear. — * roll 
away — make haste, far Heaven's sake !' said the voice 
from without, ' the gardener will come from dinner else, 
and we shall be caught. He mounted guard all yester- 
day at the ventilator ; and, though I watched, and watch- 
ed, till it was darker than pitch, I could not get near you. 
I don't know what has taken him out of the way, now 
— make haste, pull away !' 

The heavy bag was soon pulled up — * Have you any 
more f said Archer. 

* Yes, plenty— let down quick : I've got the tavlor's 
bag full, which is three times as large as yew's, and I've 
changed clothes with the tavlor's boy, so nobody took no- 
tice of me as I came down the street.' 

4 There's my own cousin !' exclaimed Archer— 4 there's: 
a noble fellow !— there's my own cousin, I acknowledge. 
Fill the bag, then.' 

Several times the bag descended and ascended ; and at 
evejy unlading of the crane, fresh acclamations were 
heard. 4 1 have no more !' at length the boy with the 
taylor's bag cried. 

4 Off with you, then ; we've enough, and thank you.* 

A delightful review was now made of their treasure ; 
busy hands arranged and sorted the heterogeneous mass. 
Archer, in the height of his glory, looked on, the acknow- 
ledged master of die whole, lownsend, who in prospe- 
rity as in adversity, saw and enjoyed the comic foibles of 
his friends, pushed De Grey, who was looking on with a 
more good-natured amd more thoughtful air : * Fnemfc' 
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said he, * you look like a great philosopher, and Archer 
Mke a great hero/ 

• And you, Townsend,' said Archer, • may look like a 
wk, if you will ; but you will never be a hero.' 

• ' No, no/ replied Townsend, • wits are never heroes, 
because they are wits— you are out of your wits, and 
therefore may set up for a herb.' 

• Laugh anfl welcome — I'm not a tyrant. I dont want 
to restrain any body's wit ; but I cannot say I admire puns.* 

• Nor I neither, said the time-serving Fisher, sidling 
up to the manager, and picking the ice off a piece of plum- 
cake ; * nor I neither ; I hate puns. I can never under- 
stand Townsends puns ; besides, any body can make 
puns ; and one doesn't want wit either at all times ; for 
instance, when one is going to settle about dinner, or bu- 
siness of consequence. Bless us all, Archer!' continued 
he, with sudden familiarity, * IVhat a sight of good things 
are here ! I'm sure we are much obliged to you and your 
cousin — I never thought he'd have come. Why, now 
we can hold out as long, as you please. Let us see,' said 
he, dividing the provision upon the table, ' we can hold 
out to-day, and all to-morrow, and part of next day, may 
be. Why, now we may defy the Doctor and the Grey- 
beards-^-and the Doctor will surely give up to us ; for, 
you see, he knows nothing of alt this, and hell think we 
are starving all this while ; and he'd be afraid, you see, to 
let us starve quite, in reality, for three whole days, be- 
cause of what would be said in the town. My aunt Bar- 
bara, for one, would be at htm y long before that time was 
out ; and, besides, you know, in that there case, he'd be 
hanged for murder, which is quite another thing in law, 
from a Barring out, you know.' 

Archer had not given to this harangue all the attention 
which it deserved ; for his eye was fixed upjon De Grey. 
* What is De Grey thinking of?' he asked imoatiently.* 

*I am thinking/ said De Grey, • that Dr. Middleton 
must believe, that I have betrayed his confidence in me. 
The gardener was ordered away from his watch-post 
for one half-hour, when I was admitted. This half-hour 
the gardener has made nearly an hour. I never would 
have come amongst you, if I had foreseen all this. Dr. 
Middleton trusted me, and new he will repent of his con- 
fidence in me/ 
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•De Grey,* cried Archer, with energy, he shall not 
repent of his confidence in you ; nor shall you repent of 
eorajng amongst us; you shall find, that we have some 
honour as well as yourself; and I will take care of your 
honour, as if it were my own /' 

* Hey-day!' interrupted Townsend, 'are heroes al- 
lowed to change sides, pray ? And does the chief of the 
Archers stand talking sentiment to the, chief of the 
Greybeards ? In the middle of his own party too ! ' 

* Party !' repeated Archer, disdainfully, * I have done 
;wjth parties ! I see what parties are made of. I have 
felt the want of a friend, and I am determined to make 
one, if I can.' 

* That you may do,' said De Grey, stretching out his 
band. 

* Unbar the doors ! unbar the windows ! — Away with 
all these things !— I give up for De Grey's sake ; he shall 
not lose his credit on my account.' 

* No,'said De Grey, * you shall not give up for my sake.' 
' Well, then, 111 give up to do what is honourable,* 

said Archer. 

* Why not to do what is reasonable P said De Grey. 

' Reasonable! O, the first thing that a man of spirit 
should think of is, what is honourable? 
, * But how will he find out what is honourable, unless 
he can reason ?' 

* O,' said Archer, his own feelings always tell him 
what is honourable. 

* Have not your feelings changed within these few 
hours r* 

* Yes, with circumstances : but right or wronj*, as long 
as I think it honourable to do so and so, I'm satisfied.' 

' But you cannot think any thing honourable,, or the 
contrary, without reasoning ; and as to what you call 
feeling, it's only a quick sort of reasoning.' 

* The quicker the better,' said Archer. 

•Perhaps not,' said De Grey, we are apt to reason 
best, when we are not in quite so great a hurry.' 

* But,' said Archer, * we have not always time enough 
to reason at first? 

* You must, however, acknowledge,' replied De Grey, 
smiling, ' that no man but a fool thinks it honourable to 
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be in the wrong a/ to*. Is it not, therefone, best t9 1>c- 
gjn by reasoning to find out the right at first r 

4 To be sure/ 

4 And did you reason with yourself at first ? And did 
jou find out that it was right, to bar Dr. Middleton out 
* *f his own school-room, because he desired you not to go 
into one of his own bouses ?* 

4 No ; but I should never have thought of heading a 
Barring out, if he had not shewn partiality ; and, if you 
had flown into a passion with me, openly, at once, for 
pulling down your scenery, which would have been quite 
natural, and not have gone shly and forbid us the house, 
out of revenge, there would have been none of this work.' 

4 Why/ said De Grey, * should you suspect me of such 
a mean action, when you have never seen or known me 
to dq any thing mean, and when in tips instance you hare * 
no proofs.' 

4 Will you give me your word and honour now, De 
Orey, before every body here, that you did not do what I 
suspected.' 

4 1 do assure you, upon my honour, I never, directly 
or indirectly, spoke to Dr. Middleton about the play- 
house.' 

4 Then,' said Archer, 4 I'm as glad as if I had found a 
thousand pounds ! — Now you are my friend, indeed.' 

4 And Dr. Middleton — why should you suspect him 
without reason, any more than me ?* 

4 As to that,' said Archer, he is your friend, and you 
are right to defend him ; and I won't say another word 
against him— will that satisfy you ?* 

4 Not quite.' 

4 Not quite ! — Then, indeed, you are unreasonable!' . 

4 No ; for I don't wish you to yield out of friendship to 
the, any more than to honour. If you yield to reason, you 
will be governed by reason another time.' 

« Well ; but then don't triumph over me, because you 
pxve the best side of the argument.' 

4 Not I !— how can I?' said De Grey; * for now you are 
on the be*t sjde as well as myself are not you? So we 
may' triumph together. 

4 You are a good friend !* said Archer, and with great 
eagerness he pulled down the fortifications, whilst every 
li<tf$ assisted. The room was restored to order in a Jew 
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minutes; th£ shutters were thrown open, the cheerful 
light let in. The windows were thrown no, and the first 
feeling o£ the fresh air was delightfal. Tne green play- 
ground appeared before them, and the hopes of exer- 
cise and liberty brightened the countenances of these vo- 
luntary prisoners. 

But, alas! they were not yet at liberty! the idea of 
Dr. Middleton, and the dread of his vengeance, smote 
their hearts ! When the rebels had sent an ambassador, 
with their surrender, they stood in pale and silent suspense, 
Waiting for their doom.—* Ah !' said Fisher, looking up 
at the broken panes in the windows, * the doctor will think 
the most of that— hell never forgive us for that.' 

4 Hush! here he comes !' — His steady step was heard 
approaching nearer and nearer ! Archer threw ©pen the 
door, and Dr. Middleton entered. — Fisher instantly fell on 
his knees. 

' It is no delight to me to see people on their knees ; 
stand up, Mr. Fisher. I hope you are all conscious, that 
you have done wrong V 

* Sir,' said Archer, * they are conscious that they have 
done wrong, and so am I. I am the ringleader— punish 
me as you think proper— I submit. Your punishments— 
your vengeance ought to fell on me alone.' 

* Sir,' said Dr. Middleton, calmly, • I perceive, that 
whatever else you may have learned m the course of your 
education, you have not been taught the meaning of the 
word punishment. Punishment and vengeance do not, 
•with us, mean the same thing. Purmkment is pain giv- 
en, with the reasonable hope 01 preventing those, on whom 
it is inflicted, from doing, infuture y what will hurt them- 
selves or others. Vengeance never looks to the future : 
but is the expression of anger for an injury that is past. 
I feel no anger— you have done me no injury.' 

Here many of the little boys looked timidly up at the 
windows. 

* Yes; I see that you have broken my windows ; that 
is a small evil.' 

*C Sir, how good ! — how merciful!' exclaimed those, 
-who had been most pai,' - :ck— ' he forgives us ! ? 

* Stay,' resumed Drj * ^adleton, * I cannot forgive 
you— I shall never revenge, but it^s my duty to punish — 
jfou have rebelled against the just authority, which is ne*- 
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cessary to conduct and govern you, whilst you have net 
sufficient reason to govern and conduct yourselves^* 
Without obedience to your master, as children^ou can- 
not be educated. Without obedience to the laws,' added 
he, turning to Archer, * as men, you cannot be suffered 
in society. — You, Sir, think yourself a man, I observe; 
and you think it the part of a man, not to submit to the. 
will of another. I have no pleasure in making others, 
whether men or children, submit to my vriU ; but my 
reason and experience are superior to yourV- your pa- 
rents at least think so, or they would not have entrusted 
me with the care of your education. As long as they do 
entrust you to my care, and as long as I have any hopes 
of making you wiser and better by punishment, I shall 
Steadily inflict it, whenever I judge it to be necessary, and 
I judge it to be necessary now. This is a long sermon, 
Mr. Archer, not preached to shew my own eloquence, 
but to convince your understanding. Now, as to your 
punishment.' 

* Name it, Sir,' said Archer ; ' whatever it is, I will 
cheerfully submit to it.' 

* Name it yourself,' said Dr. Middleton, ' and shew 
me, that you now understand the nature of punishment' 

Archer, proud to be treated like a reasonable creature, 
«nd sorry that he had behaved like a foolish school-boy, 
was silent for some time, but at length replied, ' That 
Jie would rather not name his own punishment.' He re- 
peated, however, that he * trusted he should bear it well, 
whatever it might be.* 

* I shall then,' said Dr. Middleton, • deprive you, for 
two months, of pocket money, as you have had too much, 
and have made a bad use of it.' 

* Sir,' said Archer, * I brought five guineas with me to 
school — this guinea is all that! have left.' 

Dr. Middleton received the guinea which Archer offer- 
ed him, with a look of approbation ; and told him, that 
it should be applied to the repairs of the school-room. 
The rest of the boys waited in silence for the Doctor's 
sentence against them ; but not with those looks of ab- 
ject fear, with which boys usually expect the sentence of 
a school- master. 

4 You shall return from the play- ground, all of you,' 
said Dr. Middleton, « one quarter of an hour sooner, for 
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twp months to come, than the rest of your companions. 
A belt shall ring at the appointed time. I give you an 
opportunity of recovering my confidence by your punc- 
tuality.' 

* O, Sir, we wfll come the instant, the very instant the 
beM rings*— you shall have confidence in us,' cried they 
eagerly. 

* I deserve your confidence, I hope,' said Dr. Middle- 
ton, * for it is my first wish to make you all happy. — You 
do not know the pain, that it has cost me, to deprive you 
of food for so many hours.' 

Here the boys, with one accord, ran to the place, where 
they had deposited their last supplies. — Archer delivered 
them up to the Doctor, proud to shew, that they were 
Dot reduced to obedience merely by necessity. 

' The reason,' resumed Dr. Middleton, having now 
returned to the usual benignity of his manner, — * The rea- 
son why I desired, that none of you should go to that 
building (pointing out of the window) was this : I had 
been informed, that a gang of gipsies had slept there the 
night before I spoke to you, one of whom was dangerous- 
ly ill of a putrid fever. I did not ctioose to mention thy 
reason to you at that tinie, for fear of alarming you or 
your friends. I have had the place cleaned, and you may, 
return to it when you please. The gipsies were yester- 
day removed from the town/ 

* De Grey, you were in the right/ whispered Arcljer, * 
* and it was I, that was unjust* 

* The old woman,* continued the poctor, • whom you 
employed to buy food, has escaped the fever, but she has 
not escaped a gaol, whither she was sent yesterday, for 
having defrauded you of your money/ 

* Mr. Fisher,' said Dr. Middleton, * as to you, I shall 
not punish you !— I have no hope of making you either 
wiser or better.— Do you know this paper ?* 

The paper appeared to be a bill for candles and a tin- 
der-box. 

* I desired him to buy those things, Sir/ said Archer, 
colouring. 

* And did you desire him not to pay for them ?' 

« No/ said Archer, ' he had half a crown on purpose 
to pay for them.' 
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' I know he had ; but he chose to apply it for his own 

private use, and gave it to the gipsy, to buy twelve buns 
for his own eating. To obtain creait for the tinder-box 
and candles, he made use of this name,' said he, turning 
to the other side of the bill, and pointing to De Grey's 
name, which was written at the end of a copy of one of 
De Grey's exercises. 

4 1 assure you, Sir,' cried Archer— 

• You need not assure me, Sir,' said Dr. Middleton, * I 
cannot suspect a boy of your temper of having any part 
in so base an action. — When the people in the shop re- 
fused to let Mr. Fisher have the things without paying 
for them, he made use of De Grey's name,who was known 
there. Suspecting some mischief, however, from the 
purchase ot the tinder-box, the shop-keeper informed 
me of the circumstance. Nothing in this whole business 

fave me half so much pain, as I felt for a moment; when 
suspected, that De Grey was concerned in it' 

A loud cry, in which Archer's voice was heard most 
distinctly, declared De Grey's innocence. Dr. Middle- 
dleton looked round at their eager, honest faces, with be- 
nevolent approbation. 

4 Archer, said he, taking him by the hand, 4 1 am 
heartily glad to see that you have gotten the better of 
your party spirit — I wish you may keep such a friend, 
as you have now beside you— One such friend is worth 
two such parties. 

4 As for you, Mr. Fisher— depart — you must never 
return hither again.' 

In vain he solicited Archer and De Grey to intercede 
for him. Every body turned away with contempt, and 
he sneaked out whimpering in a doleful voice — * What 
shall I say to my aunt Barbara?' 
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OLD POZ. 




Lucy, daughter to the Justice. 

Mrs. Bustle, Landlady of the Saracen's Bead. 

Justice Headstrong. 

Old Man. 

William, a servant. 



SCENE I. 

The house of Juttlce Headstrong— a hall Lucy watering 
some myrtles— a servant behind the scenes is heard to say — 

£ tell you my master is not up — you can't see 

him, so go about your business, I say. 

Lucy. Whom are you speaking to, William ? Who's 
that? 

Will. Only an old man, miss, with a complaint for my 
master. 

Lucy. Oh then don't sand him away— don't send him 
away. 
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Will. But master has not had his chocolate, makm* 
He won't see any body ever before he drinks his choco- 
late, you know, ma'am. 

Lucy. But let the old man then come in here, perhaps' 
he can wait a little whiles-call him. 

[Exit Servant. 

(Lucy sings, and goes on watering her myrties^the 
Servant shews in the old man.) \ 

WW. You can't see my master this hour, but miss win 
let you stay here. 

Lucy, (aside) Poor old man, how he trembles as he 
walks, (aloud) Sit down, sit down, my hither will see 
you soon; pray sit down. 

(He hesitates, the pushes a chair towards him.) 
Lucy. Pray sit down. 

(He sits dovmd 

Old M. You are very good miss, very good. 

(Luq/ goes to her myrtles aga£n.y 

Lucy. Ah ! I'm afraid this poor myrtle is quite dead 
-*quite dead. 

(The old man sighs, and she turns round.) 

Lucy, {aside) I wonder what can make him sigh so! 
— (AloudS My hither won\ make you wait lone. 

Old M. O ma'am as long as he pleases — I'm in no 
haste — no haste — it's only a small matter. 

Lucy. But do^s a small matter make you sigh so ? 

Old M: Ah miss, because, though it is a small matter 
in itself, it is not a small matter to me; (sighing ogam,) 
it was my all, and I've lost it. 

Lucy. What do you mean ? What have you lost > 

Old M. Why, miss—but I won't trouble you about it. 

Lucy. But it won't trouble me at all— I mean, I wish 
to hear it— so tell it me. 

Old M. Why miss, I slept last night at the inn here, 
in town — the Saracen's hea d 

Lucy, (interrupts hm.) Hark, there is my father 
coming down stairs ; follow me— you may tell me your 
btory as we go along, 

(MM. I slept at the Sa&cen's head, miss, and— 

[Exit talking* 
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* SCENE II. 

JUSTICE HEAD STRONG'S STUDT. 

(Be appear* in kU night-gown and cap. -with hit gouty foot 
upon a ttool—a table and chocolate beside him— -Lucy it 
leaning on the arm of his chair.) 

Just. WeD, well, my darling, presently— 111 see him 
presently. 

Lucy . Whilst you are drinking your chocolate, papa ? 

Just. No, no, no — I never sec any body till I have done 
my chocolate, darling. {He tastes his chocolate.) There's 
no sugar 'in this, child 

Lucy. Yes indeed, papa. 

Just. No child— there's no sugar I tell you— that's 
poz! 

Lucy. Oh, but, papa, I assure you I put in two lumps 
myself 

Just. There's no sugar, I say — why will you contra- 
dict me, child, for ever? — there s no sugar, I say. 

{Lucy leans over him playfully > and with his tea-spoon 
pulls out two lumps of sugar.) 

Lucy. What's this, papa? 

Just. Pshaw ! pshaw ! pshaw ! it is not melted child 
— it is the same as no sugar. Oh rav foot, girl ! my foot 
— you kill me — go, go, fm busy— rve business to do- 
go and send William to me ; do you hear, love ! 

Lucy. And the old man, papa ? 

Just. What old man? I tell you what, I've been 
plagued ever since I was awake, and before I was awake, 
about tHat old man. If he can't wait, let him go about 
his business — don't you know, child, I never see any 
body, till I've drunk my chocolate — and I never will, if 
it was a duke, that's poz ! Why it has but just struck 
twelve ; if he can't wait, he can go about his business, 
can't he ? 

Lucy. Oh, Sir, he can wait. It was not he who was 
impatient : {she comes back playfully) it was only I, 
papa, don't be angry. 

Just. Well— well, well ; (finishiug his cup of choco-. 
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late,* and flushing the dish away) and at any rate there 
was not sugar enough— send William, send William, 
child, and I'll finish my own business and f ' 



{Exit Lucy, dancing— 1 And then !—AndtJien ."] 

Justice alone. 

Oh this foot of mine (twinge*)-— oh this foot. Aye, if 
Dr. Sparerib could cure one of the gout, then, indeed, I 
should think something of him — but, as to my leaving off 
my bottle of port, it's nonsense, it's all nonsense, I can't 
do it— I can't, and I won't for all the Dr. Spareribs ia 
Christendom, that's poz. 

Enter William. 

Just. William — oh ! aye— hey — what answer, pray, 
did you bring from the Saracen's Head ; — did you sec 
Mrs. Bustle herself, as I bid you ? 

Will. Yes, Sir, I saw the landlady herself— she sakj 
she would come up immediately, Sir. 

Just. Ah that's well — imjnediately ? 

Will. Yes, Sir, and I hear her voice below now. 

Just. O shew her up, shew Mrs. Bustle in. 

Enter Mrs. Bustle, the landlady of the Saracen's 
Head. 

Land. Good-morrow to your worship !— Pm glad to 
see your worship look so purely — I came with au speed 
(taking breath) our pie is in the oven — that was what 
you sent for me about, I take it. 

Just. True—true — sit down good Mrs. Bustle, pray — 

Land. O your worship's always very good (setting 
her apron) ; I came up just as I was, only threw my 
shawl over me— I thought your worship would excuse— 
I'm quite as it were rejoiced to see your worship look so 
purely, and to find you up so hearty— 

Just. O I'm very hearty (coughing) always hearty, 
thank God for it— I hope to see many Christmas doings 
yet, Mrs. Bustle — and so our pie is in the oven, I think 
you say ? 

Land. In the oven it is — I put it in with my own 
hands, and, please Heaven we have but good luck in the 
baking, it will be as pretty a goose-pie, though I say it 
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that should not say it, as pretty a goose-pie, as ever 
your worship set your eye upon. 

Just. Willi you take a glass of any thing this morning, 
Mrs. Bustle ?— - 1 have some nice usquebaugh. 

Land. O no, your worship — I thank your worship, 
though, as much as if I took it ; but I just took my lun- 
cheon before I came up— or more proper my Sandwich, 
I should say, for the fashion's sake, to be sure. A lun- 
cheon won't go down with nobody, now-a-days (laughs) 
—I expects hostler and boots will be calling for their 
Sandwiches just now. (laughs again) — I'm sure I beg 
your worship's pardon for mentioning a luncheon. 

Just. O, Mrs. Bustle, the word's a good word, for it 
means a good thing, ha ! ha ! ha ! (puus out his watch) 
.—but pray is it luncheon time?— why it's past one, I de- 
clare, and I thought I was up in remarkably good time, 
too. 

Land. Well and to be sure so it was, remarkable good 
.time for your worship-but folks in our way must be up 
betimes, you know—I've been up and about these seven 
hours ! 

Just, (stretching) seven hours ! 

Land. Aye, indeed, eight, I might say, for I'm an early 
little body— though I say it that should not say it— I am 
an early little body. 

Just. An early little body, as you say, Mrs. Bustle- 
so I shall have my goose-pie for dinner, hey ? 

Land. For dinner, as sure as the clock strikes four— 
but I mustn't stay prating, for it may be spoiling if I'm 
away — so I must wish your worship a good morning. 
(She courtesies.) 

Just. No ceremony— no ceremony, good Mrs. Bustle, 
your servant. 

Enter William— /o take away the chocola t e Hhe 
Landlady is putting on her shawl. 

Just. You may let that man know, William, that I 
have dispatched my emm business, and I am at leisure for 
his now-staking a pinch of snuff}-- hum— pray, Wil- 
liam ! (Justice leans back gravely}— what sort of a look- 
ing fellow is he, pray ? 

Will. Most like a sort of a travelling man, in my opi- 
nion, Sir,— or something that way, I take it. 
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(At these -word* the Landlady turn* rtundinqtdsiHve.- 
ty y and delays that she may listen, whilst she is put' 
ting on andptnnrng her shaxoL) 

Just. Hum — a sort of a travelling man — hum — lay mv 
books out open,*at the title Vagrant — and William, tell 
the cook that Mrs. Bustle promises me the goose-pie for 
dinner— four o'clock— do you hear ? — and shew the old 
man in now. 

( The Landlady looks eagerly towards the door t as it 
opens and exclaims-- 

Land. My old gentleman as I hope to breathe! 

Enter the Old Man. 

(Lucy follows the old man on Uptoe—the Justice leans 
back, and looks consequential—the Landlady sets her 
arms a-kimbo; the old man starts as he sees her.) 

Just. What stops you friend? come forward, if yeu 
please. 

Land, (advancing) So, Sir! is it you, Sir ? — aye, ycto 
little looked, I warrant ye, to meet me here with his 
worship— but there ye reckoned without your host— out 
of the frying pa», into the fire. 

Just. What. » all this ?— what is this ? 

Land, (running on) None of your flummery stuff wiH 
go down with his worship no more than with me, I give 
ye warning— so you may go farther and fere worse— <and 
spare your breath to cool your porridge. 

Just, (waves his hand with dignity) Mrs. Bustle, good 
Mrs. Bustle, remember where you are — silence? — si- 
lence ! come forward, Sir, and let me hear what you have 
to say. 

( The old man comes forward^) 

Just. Who, and what may you be, friend ? and what 
is your business with me ? 

Land. Sir, if your worship will give me leave ■ 

(Justice makes a sign to her to be silent.) 

Old M. Please your worship, I am an old soldier. 
Land, (toerrupting.) An old liipocrite, say. 
Just. Mrs. Bustle, pray — I desire — let the man speak. 
OldM. For these two years past, ever since, ptea&e 

* 
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your worship, I wasn't able to work any longer; far m 
my youth I did work as well as the best of them— 

Land, {eager to interrufit.) You work— you— 

Just. Let him finish his stray, I say. 

Lucy: Aye, do, do, papa, speak far hhn. Pray Mrs. 
Bustle— 

Land, {turning suddenly round to Lucy.) Miss!— -A 
good morrow to you, ma'am- I humbly beg your apolo- 
gies, for not seeing you sooner, Miss Lucy. 

{Justice nod* to the old man, who goes on. 

Old M. But, please your worship, it pleased God to 
takeaway the use of my left arm, and, since that, I have 
never been able to work. 

Land, Flummery ! — flummery ! 

Just, {angrily.) Mrs. Bustle, I have desired silence, and 
I will have it, that's poz !— you shall have your turn pre- 
sently. 

Old M. For these two years past— for why should I be 
ashamed to tell the truth ? I have lived upon charity, and 
I scraped together a guinea and a half, and upwards ; and 
I was travelling with it to my grandson, in the north, with 
him to end my days — but — {sighing.) 

Just. But what ?— proceed pray to the point 

OldM But, last night, I slept here in town, please your 
worship, at the Saracen's head. 

Land, {in a rage) At the Saracen's head ; yes, forsooth, 
none such ever slept at the Saracen's head afore, or ever 
shall after, as long as mv name's Bustle, and the Sara* 
oen's head is the Saracen^s head. * 

Just. Again ! — again !— Mrs. Landlady, this is down- 
right—I have said you should speak presently — he shall 
speak first, since I've said it — that's poz. Speak on, 
mend : you slept last night at the Saracen's head. 

Old Af. Yes, please your worship, and I accuse no bo- 
dy— -but, at night, I had my little money safe, and in the 
morning, it was gone. 

Land. Gone ! — gone indeed in my house ! and this is 
the way I'm to be treated ; is it so >— I couldn't but speak, 
please your worship, to such an inhuman-like, out o' the 
way, scandalous charge, if King George, and all the Roy- 
al Family, were sitting in four worship^ chair, besides 
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you toateXttm&~-(turmngtQ the Old J£oh)— and this 
is your gratitude, forsooth ! Did'nt you tell me that any. 
hole in my house was good enough for you, you whee- 
dling hypocrite, and my, thanks is to call me and mine a 
pack of thieves. 

Old M. O, no, no, no, JVo— a pack of thieves, HeaveJt 
forbid ! 

Land. Aye, I thought when 1 came to speak we should 
haveryou upon your marrow-bones m—— 

Just, (imperiously.) Silence! — five times have I com- 
manded silence, and five times in vain ; and I won't com- 
mand any thing five times in vain— fAoft/toz i 

Land, (in afiet aside.) Old Poz ! (aloud)— then, your 
worship, I don't see any business I have to be waiting, 
here— the folks will want me at home— (vtfunratgr and 
n»hufiermg)*~*toaXL I send the goose-pie up, your wor- 
ship, if it's ready? 

Just, (with liMgnanbmty.) I care not for the goose-pie, 
Mrs. Bustle— do not talk to me of goose-pies — this, is no 
place to talk of pies. 

Land. O, for that matter your worship knows best, <b 
be sure. 

[Exit Landlady angry. 

' SCENE m. 

JUSTICE HEADSTRONG, OLD MAN, and LUCY. 

Lucy. Ah now Pm glad he can speak—now tell papa, 
—and you need not be afraid to speak to him, for he is 
very good-natured— don't contradict him though— be-, 
cause he told me not— 

Just. O darling, you shall contradict me as often as 
you please,— only not before I've drunk my chocolate, 
child— hey ! — go on my good friend, you see what it is to 
live in old England, where, thank Heaven, the poorest of 
his Majesty's subjects may have justice, and speak his 
mind before the first man in the land. Now speak on, 
and you hear she tells you, you need not be afraid of me. 
Speak on. 

Old M. I thank your worship, I'm su»e. 

Jusf. Thank me ! for what, Sir ? I wont be thanked for 
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doing justice, Sir ; so— but explain this matter. You lest 
your money, hey, at the Saracen's head— you had it safe 
last night, hey ?— and you missed it this morning. Are 
you sureyou had it safe at night ? 

Old M. O, please your worship, quite sure, for I took 
it out and looked at it, just before I said my prayers. 

Juat. You did — did ye so— hum ! pray, my good friend, 
, whe 



where might you put your money, when you went to bed ? 
. Old JWTPlease your worship, where I always put it— 
always—in my tobacco-box. 

Just. Your tobacco-box ! I never heard of such a thing 
■*-to make a atrong box of a tobacco-box— ha ! ha ! ha ! 
—hum — and you say the box and all was gone in the 



Old m. No, please your worship, no, not the box, the 
box was never stirred from the place where I put it. 
They left me the box. 

Juat. Tut, tut, tut, man ! — took the money and left the 
box ; I'll never believe that ; 111 never believe that any 
one could be such a fool. Tut, tut ! the thing's impossi- 
ble : it's well you are not upon oath. 

Old M. It I was, please your worship, I should say the 
«ame, for it is the truth. 

Juat. Don't tell me, don't tell me; I say the thing is 
impossible. 

Old M. Please your worship here's the box; 

Just, (goes on vrithout looking at it.) Nonsense ! non- 
sense ! it's no such thing, it's no such thing I say — no man 
would take the money and leave the tobacco-box ; I won't 
believe it— nothing shall make me believe it ever— that's 
poz. 

Lucy, {takes the box, and holds it ufi before her father 9 a 
eyes.) You did not see the box, did you papa ? 

Juat. Yes, yes, yes, child— nonsense ! it's all a lie from 
beginning to end- A man, who tells one lie, will tell a 
hundred— all a lie !— all a lie ! 

Old M. If your worship would give me leave— 

Juat. Sir— it does not signify— it does not signify ; I've 
said it, I've said it, and thars enough to convince me; 
and I'll tell you more, if my Lord Chief Justice of Eng- 
land told it to me, I would not believe it— that's poz J 

Lucy, {still filaying with the box.)— But how comes 
f he box here, I wonder ? 
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Just. Pshaw! pshaw! pshaw darling!— go to your 
dolls, darling, and aon't be positive— %o to your dolls, and 
don't talk of what you don't understand. What can you 
understand, I want to know, of the law > 

Lucy. No, papa, I didn't mean about the law—- but 
about the box ; because, if the man had taken it, how 
could it be here, you know, papa ? 

Juat. Hey, hey, what? — why what I say is this, that 
I don't dispute, that that box, that you hold in your hands, 
is a box ; nay, for ought I know, it may be a tobacco-box 
—but it's clear to me, that if they left the box they did 
not take the money — and how do you dare, Sir, to come 
before Justice Headstrong with a lie in your mouth ?— 
recollect yourself, I'll give you time to recollect your- 
self. 

{A Pause.) 

Just. Well, Sir, and what do you say now about the 
box? 

Old M. Please your worship, with submission, I can 
aay nothing but what I said before. 

Just. What contradict me again— after I gave ye time 
to recollect yourself— I've done with ye, I have done— 
contradict me as often you please, but you cannot impose 
upon me ; I defy you to impose upon me ! 

Old M. Impose ! 

Juat. 1 know the law — I know the law ! and I'll make 
you know it too— one hour I give you to recollect your- 
self, and if you don't give up this idle story — I'll — I'll com- 
mit you as a vagrant — that's poz ! go,— go for the pre- 
sent. WhHiam, take him into the servant's hall, do you 
hear ?— What, take the money, and leave the box — Fll 
never believe it, that's poz ! 

(Lucy sfieaks to the old man as he is going off.) 

Lucy. Don't be frightened! don't be frightened— I' 
mean, if you tell the truth, never be frightened. 
Old M. If I tell the truth!— (turning up. his eyes.) 

Old man is still field back by 
Lucy. One moment — answer me one question— be- 
cause of something that just came into my head— was 
the box shut fast when you left it ? 
Old M. No, Miss, no !— open — it was open, for I could 



old poz. , a as 

not tod the lid in the. dank— my candle went out— //J 
Jtellthe truth— oh! * 

lExti. 

SCENE IV. 
justice's Stud y the justice » writing. 

Oid M. Well !— I shall have but few days more mise- 
ry m 1 this world! 

Just. {look* ufl.) Why f why— why then, why will you 
be so positive to persist in a lie ? Take the money and 
leave the box ! obstinate blockhead ! Here William(«A«t/- 
ing the committal^ take this old gentleman to Holdfast, 
the constable, and give him this warrant 

Enter Lucy, running, out of breath., 

I've found it! I've found it! I've found it! Here old 
man; here's your money — here it is all— a guinea and 
a half, and a shilling and a sixpence, just as he said, papa. 

Enter landlady. 

O la! your worship, did you ever hear the like ? 

Just. I've heard nothing, yet, that I can understand. 
First, have you secured the thief, I say r 

Lucy* (makes a sign to the Landlady to be ekenU) Yes, 
yes, yes! we have him safe— we have him prisoner,— Shall 
he come in, papa ? 

Juet. Yes, , child, hy all means ; and now I shall hear 
what possessed him to leave the box— I don't understand 
—there's something deep in all this ; I don't understand 
it. Now I do desire, Mrs. Landlady, nobody may speak 
a single word, whilst I am cross-examining the thiet, 

Landlady put* her finger upon her Upe— Every body 
lookt eagerly toward* the door. 

Me+enter Lutnr, with a huge -wicker cage in her hand* contain- 
ing a magpie— the Justice drops the committal out of Mo hand. 

Juat. Hey!— what! Mrs. Landlady! the old magpie! 

hey! 

Land. Aye, your worship, my old magpie— who'd have 
thouhtg it— Miss was very clever ; it was she caught the 
thief. Miss was very clever. 
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QW Jl£ Very good ! very good! 

Just. Aye, darling ! her father's own child ! How i 
it, child ?— caught the thief vrith the mainour, hey ! tell 
us all— I will hear all—that's poz ! 

Lucy. Oh then, first I must tell you how I came to sus- 
pect Mr. Magpie*— Do you remember papa, that day last 
summer, that I went with you to the bowling-green, at 
the Saracen's head ? 

Land. O, of all days in the year— but I ask pardon 
Miss. 

Lucy. Well, that day I heard my uncle and another 
gentleman telling stories of magpies hiding money ; and 
they laid a wager about this old magpie— -and they tried 
him — they put a shilling upon the table, and he ran away 
with it, and hid it — so I thought that he might do so again, 
you know, this time. 

Just. Right, right, it's a pity, child, you are not upon 
the bench ; ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lucy. And when I went to his old hiding place— there 
it was— hut you see, papa, he did not take the box. 

Just. No, no, no ! because the thief was a magpie — no 
man would have taken the money, and left the box. You 
see I was right— no man would have left the box— hey ? 

Lucy. Certainly not, I suppose — but I'm so very glad, 
old man, that you have gotten your money. 

Just. Well, then, child, here take my purse and add 
that to it. We were a little too hasty with the committal 
—hey? 

Land. Aye, and I fear I was so too ; but when one is 
touched about the credit of one's house, one's apt to speak 
warmly. 

Old M. O ! I'm the happiest man alive. You are all 
convinced I told you no lies— say no more— say no more 
— I am the happiest man ! Miss, you have made me the 
happiest old man alive I — God bless you for it ! 

Land. Well now, I'll tell you what-— I know what I 
think— -you must keep that there magpie, and make a 
show of him, and 1 warrant he'Jl bring you many an ho- 
nest penny — for its a true story, and folks will like to hear 
t, I hopes — 

Just, {eagerly.) And friend, do you hear, you'll dine 
here to-day— You'll dine here — we have some excellent 
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ale— I will have you drink my heahh, that's poz !— -hey, 
you'll drink my health, won't you, hey ? 

Old M. (hows.) O — and the young lady's if you please. 

Just. Aye, aye, drink her health—- she deserves it— <aye, 
drink irfy darling's health. 

Land, And please your worship, its the right time, i 
believe, to speak of the goose-pie now— and a charming 
pie it is, and it's on the table. 

Will. And Mr. Smack, the curate, and Squire Solid, 
and the Doctor, Sir, are come, and dinner is upon the 
table. 

Just. Then let us say no more — but do justice imme- 
diately to the goose-pie — and, darling, put me in mind 
to tell this story after dinner — 

(After they go out, the Justice stops.) 

* Tell this story'— I don't know whetlier it tells well 
forme — but 111 never be positive any more-- -that's fi9Z. 
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THE LITTLE^MERCHANTS. 




CHAPTER I. 

Chi di gaUina natce convien che rozole. 

As the old cock crows, so crows the young. 

Those who have visited Italy, give us an agreeable 
picture of the cheerful industry of the children of all 
ages in the celebrated city of Naples: their manner of 
living, and their numerous employments, are exactly 
described in the following ' Extract from a Traveller's 
Journal.'* 

* The children are busied in various ways. A great 
number of them bring fish for sale to town from Santa Lu- 
cia ; others are very often seen about the arsenals,or where- 
ever carpenters are at work, employed in gathering up 
the chips and pieces of wood, or by the sea- side picking 
up sticks, and whatever else has drifted ashore; which, 

* Varieties of literature, toL I. page 299. 

'o.gfeed by GoOgle 



190 THE LITTLE MERCHANTS . 

when their basket is foil, tftey cany away. Children 
of two or three years old, who can scarcely crawl along 
upon the ground, in company with boys of live or six, 
are employed in this petty trade. Hence they proceed 
with their baskets into the heart of the city, where in 
several places they form a sort of little market, sitting 
round with their stock of wood before them . Labourers, 
and the lower order of citizens buy it of them, to burn 
in the tripods for warming themselves, or to use in their 
scanty kitchens. Other children carry about for sale 
the water of the sulphureous wells, which, particularly 
in the spring season, is drunk in great abundance. Others 
again endeavour to turn a few pence by buying a small 
matter of fruit, of pressed honey, cakes, and comfits, and 
then, like little pedlars, oiler and sell them to other chil- 
dren, always for no more profit than that they may have 
their share of them free of expense. It is really curious 
to see how an urchin, whose whole stock and property 
consist in a board and a knife, will carry about a water- 
melon, or a half roasted gourd, collect a troop of chil- 
dren round him, set down his board, and proceed to di- 
vide the fruit into small pieces among them. The buy- 
ers keep a sharp look out, to see that they have enough 
for their little piece of copper ; and the lilliputian trades- 
man acts with no less caution, as the exigencies of the 
case may require, to prevent his being cheated out of a 
morsel/ 

The advantages of truth and honesty, and the value 
of a character for integrity, are very early felt amongst 
these little merchants in their daily intercourse with 
each other. The fair dealer is always sooner or later 
seen to prosper, the most cunning cheat is at last detect- 
ed and disgraced. 

Numerous instances of the truth of this common ob- 
servation were remarked by many Neapolitan children, 
especially by those who were acquainted with the cha- 
racters and history of Piedro and Francisco, two boys ori- 
ginally equal in birth, fortune and capacity, but different 
in their education, and consequently in their habits and 
conduct. Francisco was the son of an hanest gardener, 
who, from the time he could speak, taught him to love 
to speak the truth, shewed him that liars are never be- 
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*lieved— that cheats and thieves cannot be trotted, aftd 
that the shortest way to obtain a good character is to 
deserve it. Youth and white paper, as the proverb says, 
take all impressions. The boy profited much by his 
father's precepts, and more by his example. He al- 
ways heard his father speak the truth, and saw that he 
dealt fairly with every body. In all his childish traffic, 
Francisco, imitating his parents, was scrupulously ho- 
nest, and therefore all his companions trusted him— 4 As 
honest as Francisco,' became a sort of proverb amongst 
them. 

* As honest as Francisco/— repeated Piedro/S father, 
when he one day heard this saying ; ' let them say so : I 
say* as sharp as Piedro, and let us see which will go 
through the world best. 9 With the idea of making his 
son sharfty he made him cunning : he taught him, that to 
make a good bargain was to deceive as to the value and 
price of whatever he wanted to dispose o£ to get as 
much money as possible from customers by taking ad- 
vantage of their ignorance, or of their confidence ; he 
often repeated his favourite proverb— * The buyer has 
need «f a hundred eyes; the seller has need of but one.'* 
And he took frequent opportunities of explaining the 
meaning of his maxim to his son. He was a fisherman, 
and as his gains depended more upon fortune ti)£* upon 
prudence, he trusted habitually to his good luck. After 
being idle for a whole day, he would cast his hue or his 
nets, and if he was lucky enough to catch a fine fish, he 
would go and shew it in triumph to his neighbour the 
gardener—' You are obliged to work all day long for 
your daily bread,' he would say; * look here, I work but 
five minutes, and I have not only daily bread, but daily 
fish.' Upon these occasions our fisherman always for- 
got, or neglected to count the hours and days which 
were wasted in wailing for a fair wind to put to sea, or' 
angling in vain on the shore. Little Piedro, who used to 
bask in the sun upon the sea shore beside his father, and 
to lounge or sleep away his time in a fishing-boat, ac- 
quired habits of idleness, which seemed to his father of 

* Chi compra ha bisogua di cent occhi, ehi ren.de n'ha a*»i 
di uao. 
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little consequence whilst he was but a child. * What 
wOl you do with Piedro as he grows up neighbour,* said 
the gardener ; • he is smart and quick enough, but he is 
always in mischief Scarcely a day has passed for this 
fortnight,' but I have caught nim amongst my grapes. I 
track his footsteps all over my vineyard.* * He is but a 
child yet, and knows no better,' replied the fisherman. 
4 But if you don't teach him better now he is a child, how 
will he know better when he is a man ?' said the garden- 
er.—.' A mighty noise about a bunch of grapes, truly !' 
cried the fisherman. — ' A few grapes, more or less in 
your vineyard, what does it signify ?'— « I speak for your 
son's sake, not for the sake of my grapes,' said the gar- 
dener—' and I tell you again, the boy will not do well in 
the world, neighbour, if you don't look after him in time.* 

* He'll do well enough in the world, you will findy an- 
swered the fisherman, carelessly — ' whenever he casts 
my nets they never come up empty*— It is better to be 
lucky than wise.'* This was a proverb which Piedro 
had frequently heard from his father, and to which he 
most willingly trusted, because it gave him less trouble 
to fancy himself fortunate, than to make himself wise*— 

* Come here, child,' said his lather to him, when he re- 
turned home after the preceding conversation of the 
gardener; * how old are you, my boy, twelve years old, j 
is not it?' * As old as Francisco, and older by six months,' 
said Piedro. ' And smarter and more knowing by six 
years/ said his father. * Here, take these fish to Naples, 
and let us see how youll sell them for me. Venture a 
small fish, as the proverb says, to catch a great one.f I 
was too late with them at the market yesterday, but no- 
body will know but what they are iust fresh out of the 
water, unless you go and tell them. — * Not I, trust me 
for that, I'm not such a fool,' replied Piedro, laughing- — 

* I leave that to Francisco. — Do you know } I saw him 
the other day miss selling a melon for his father by 
turning the bruised side to the customer, who was just 
laying down the money for it, and who was a raw ser- , 
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vant boy, moreover ; one who would never have guessed 
Hiere were but two sides to a melon, if he had not, as 
you say, father, been told of it.' * Off with you to mar- 
ket ; you are a droll chap,' said his father, ' and wall sell 
my fish cleverly, 111 be bound ; as to the rest, let every 
man take care of his own grapes— -yon understand me, 
Piedro?' ' Perfectly,* said the boy, who perceived that 
Jlis father was indifferent as to his honesty, provided he 
sold fish at the highest price possible. He proceeded to 
the market, and he ottered his fish with assiduity to 
every person, whom he thought likely to buy it, especial- 
ly to those upon whom he thought he could impose. 
He positively asserted to all who looked at his fish, that 
they were iust fresh out of the water ; good judges of 
men and fish knew that what he said was false, and passed 
ed him by with neglect ; but it was at last what he caH- 
his good tuck to meet with the very same young raw ser- 
vant boy, who would have bought the bruised melon from 
Francisco. He made op to him directly, crying — 4 Fish ! 
— Fine fresh fish ! fresh fish.' • Was it caught to day ?* 
said the boy*— * Yes, this morning ; not an hour ago ;* 
said Piedro, with the greatest effrontery. The servant 
boy was imposed upon, and being a foreigner, speaking 
the Italian language but imperfectly, and not beine ex- 
pert at reckoning the Italian money, he was no match for 
the cunning Piedro, who cheated him not only as to the 
freshness, but as to the price of the commodity. Piedro 
received nearly half as much again for his fish, as he 
ought to have done. 

On his road homewards from Naples to the little vil- 
lage of Resina, where his father lived, he overtook Fran- 
cisco, who was leading his Father's ass. The ass was 
laden with large panniers, which were filled with the 
stalks and leaves ot cauliflowers, cabbages, brocoli, lettu- 
ces, &c. all the refuse of -the Neapolitan kitchens, which 
are usually collected by the gardeners* boys, and carried 
to the gardens round Naples, to be mixed with other ma- 
nure. 

* Well filled panniers truly/ said Piedro, as he overtook 
Francisco and the ass. The panniers were indeed not 
only filled to the top, but piled up with much skill and 
care, so that the load met over the animal's back*—' It 
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is not a very heavy load for the ass though it looks M 
large/ said Francisco ; * poor Mow, however, he shall 
have a little of this water/ added he, leading the aw to a 
pool by the road side.—* I was not thinking of the ass, man ; 
I was not thinking of any ass, but of you, when I said weH 
filled panniers truly ?— This is'your morning's work, I pre- 
sume, and you'll make another journey to Naples to-day, 
on the same errand, I warrant, before your father thinks 
you have done enough P— * Not before my father thinks 
I have done enough, but before I think so myself/ replied 
Francisco. • I do enough to satisfy myself and my fe- 
ther too, without slaving myself after your fashion. Look s 
here,' said Piedro, producing the money he had received 
for the fish. ' All this was had for asking for ; it is no 
bad thing, you'll allow, to know how to ask for money 
properly / * I should be ashamed to beg, or borrow ei- 
ther,' said Francisco. * Neither did I get what you see 
by begging, or borrowing either,' said Piedro, * but by 
using my wits— not as you did yesterday, when, like a 
novice, you shewed the bruised side of your melon, and 
so spoiled your market by your wisdom. • Wisdom I think 
it salt/ said Francisco. * And your father r' * And my 
father/ said Francisco, * Mine is of a different way of 
thinking/ said Piedro ; « he always tells me, that the buy- 
er has need of an hundred eyes, and if one can blind tfie 
whole hundred, so much the better. You must know, I 
got off the fish to-day, that my father could not sell yes- 
terday in the market—-Got k off for fresh just out of the 
river — got twice as much, as the market price for it, and 
from whom think you ?— Why, from the very booby, that, 
would have bought the bruised melon for a sound one, if 
you would have let him.— You'll allow I'm no fool, Fran- 
cisco, and that I'm in a fair way to grow rich, if I go on 
as I have begun/ ' Stay/ said Francisco, 4 you forgot that 
the booby you took in to-day will not be so easily taken in 
to-morrow. He win buy no more fish from you, because 
he will be afraid ofvour cheating him ; but he wiU be rea- 
dy enough to buy fruit from me, because he will know I 
shall not cheat him—So you'll have lost a customer, and I 
gamed one/ « With all my heart/ said Piedro, € one cus- 
tomer does not make a market ; if he buys no more from 
me, what care I ; there are people enough to buy fish in 
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Naples.' * And do you mean to serve them all in the same 

manner ? ' If they will be only to good as to give me 
leave,' said Piedro, laughing, and repeating his father's 
proverb, ' venture a small fish to catch a large one.'* 
He had learned to think, that to cheat in making bargains 
was witty and clever. ' And you have never considered 
then,' said Francisco, * that all these people will, one af- 
ter another, find you out in time.' * Aye, in time, but it 
will be some time first ; there are a great many of them, 
enough to last me all summer, if I lose a customer a day,' 
said Piedro. ' And next summer, what will you do r* 

* Next summer is not come yet; there is time enough to 
think what I shall do, before next summer comes. Why, 
now, suppose the blockheads, after they had been taken 
in, and found k out, all joined against me, and would buy 
none of our fish—What then ? Are there no trades going, 
but that of a fisherman ? — In Naples are there not a hun- 
dred ways of making money for a smart lad like me ? as 
my father says. What do you think of turning merchant, 
and selling sugarplums ana cakes to the children in their 
market ? — Would they be hard to deal with, think you ?' 

* I think not,' said Francisco; • but I think the children 
would find it out in time, if they were cheated, and 

» would like it as little as the men.' * I don't doubt them ; 
then in time I could, you know, change my trade, sell 
chips and sticks in the wood market ; hand about lemon- 
ade to the fine folks, or twenty other things — there are 
trades enough man.' — * Yes, for the honest dealer,' said 
Francisco, • but for no other ; for in all of them you'll find 
as my father says, that a good character is the best for- 
tune to set up with. Change your trade ever so often, 
you'll be found out for what you are at last.' ' And what 
ami, pray?' said Piedro, angrily---' the whole truth of 
the matter is, Francisco, that you envy my good luck, and 
can't bear to hear this money jingle in ray hand. Aye, 
stroke the long ears of your ass, and look as wise as you 
please. It's better to be lucky than wise, as my father 
says.— Good morning to you, when I am found out for 
what I am, or when the worst comes to the worst, I can 
drive a stupid ass, with his panniers filled with rubbish, 
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as well as you do now, honest Francisco? — * Not quite so 
well ; unless you were honest Francisco, you would not 
fill his panniers quite so readily.* 

This was certain, that Francisco was so well known 
for his honesty amongst all the people at Naples, with 
whom his father was acquainted, that every one was glad 
to deal with him : as he never wronged any one, all weije 
willing to serve him, at least as much as they could with- 
out loss to themselves ; so that after the market was over; 
his panniers were regularly filled by the gardeners, and 
others, with whatever he wanted. His industry was con- 
stant, his gains small but certain, and he every day had 
more and more reason to trust to his father's maxim — 
That honesty is the best policy. 

The foreign servant lad, to whom Francisco had so 
honestly, or, as Piedro said, so sillily, shewn the bruised 
side of the melon, was an Englishman. He left his na- 
tive country, of which he was extremely fond, to attend 
upon his master, to whom he was still more attached. 
His master was in a declining state of health, and this 
young lad waited upon him more to his mind than his 
other servants. We must in consideration of his zeal, 
fidelity and inexperience, pardon him for not being a good 
judge of fish. Though he had simplicity enough to be 
easily cheated once, he had too much sense to be twice 
made -a dupe. The next time he met Piedro in the 
market, he happened to be in company with several 
English gentlemen's servants, and he pointed Piedro out 
to them all, as an arrant knave; they heard his cry of 

* fresh fish ! fresh fish ! fine fresh fish !' with incredulous 
smiles, and let him pass, but not without some expres- 
sions of contempt, which though uttered in English, he 
tolerably well understood, for the tone of contempts 
sufficiently expressive in all languages. He lost more by 
not selling his fish to these people, than he had gained the 
day before by cheating the English booby. The market 
was well supplied, and he could not get rid of his cargo. 

* Is not this truly provoking/ said he, as he passed by 
Francisco, who was selling fruit for his father. 'Look, 
my basket is as heavy as when I left home, and look at 
"em yourself, they really are fine fresh fish to-day, and 
yet because that revengeful booby told how I took him in 
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yesterday, not one of yonder crowd would buy them: and 
all the time they really are fresh to-day .'— * Sothey are/ 
said Francisco ; • but you said so yesterday, when they 
-were not, and he that was duped then, is not ready to 
believe you to-day. How does he know that you deserve 
it better ?' « He might have looked at the fish, they are 
fresh to-day. I'm sure,' repeated Piedro, * he need not 
hare been afraid to-day.' * Aye,' said Francisco; • but, as 
my father said to you once,— The scalded dog fears cold 
^water.'* 

Here their conversation was interrupted by the ap- 
proach of this same English lad, who smiled as he came 
up to Francisco, and taking up a fine pine apple, he said, 
jna mixture of bad Italian and English — * I need not look 
at the other side of this— you will tell me if it is not as 
good as it looks ; name your price, I know you have but 
one, -and that an honest one, and as to the rest, I am able 
and willing to pay for what I buy ; that is to say, my 
^master is, which comes to the same thing. I wish your 
fruit could make him well, and it would be worth its 
weight in gold, to me at least. — We must have some of 
your grapes for him.' — ' Is he not well ? we must then 
pick out the best for him,' said Francisco, angling out a 
tempting bunch — * I hope he will like these ; but if you 
. could some day come as far as Resina, it is a village but a 
few mites out of town, where we have our vineyard, you 
could there choose for yourself, and pluck them fresh 
from the vines for your poor master.' — ' God bless you, 
my good boy, I should take you tor an Englishman, by 
your way of dealing with one. I'll come to your village, 
only write me down the name, for your Italian names 
slip through my head ; I'll come to your vineyard if it 
was ten miles off; and all the time we stay in Naples 
(God send it may not be so long, as I fear it will) I'll, with 
my master's leave, which *he never refuses me to any 
thing that's proper, and that's what this is, deal with you 
for all our fruit, assure my name's Arthur, and with none 
else, with my good will. I wish all your countrymen 
would take after you in honesty — so I do—' concluded 
the Englishman, looking full at Piedro, who took up feis 

* ti'an seottato de Pacqaa ©aid* ha gaum poi della fredAu . 
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heavy melancholy basket of fish, and walked off looking 
somewhat silly. 

Arthur, the English servant, was *s good as his word $ 
he dealt constantly with Francisco, and proved an excel- 
lent customer, buying from him during the whole season 
as much fruit, as his master wanted. His master, who 
was an Englishman of distinction, was invited to take up 
his residence during his stay in Italy, at the Count de F s 
villa, which was in the environs of Naples, an easy walk 
from Resina. Francisco had the pleasure of seeing his 
father's vineyard often full of generous visitors ; and Ar- 
thur, who had circulated the anecdote of the bruised 
meUon, was, he said, * proud to think that some of this 
was his doing, and that an Englishman never forgot & 
£ood turn, be it from a countryman or foreigner.* 

4 My dear boy,' said Francisco's father to him, whilst 
Arthur was in the vineyard helping to tend the vines, 
* I am to thank you and your honesty, it seems, for our 
having our hands so full of business this season. It is fair 
you should have a share of our profits.* * So I have far- 
ther, enough and enough, when I see you and mother gor- 
ing on so well. What can I want more ? , -*- < Oh, my 
brave boy, we know you are a grateful good son ; but I 
have been your age myself; you have companions; you 
have little expenses of your own. Here, this vine, this 
fig-tree, and a melon a week next summer shall be your*s 
— With these you'll make a fine figure amongst the little 
Neapolitan merchants—and all I wish is, you may pros- 
per as well, and by the same honest means, in managing 
for yourself, as you have done managing for me.' c Thank 
you father, and if I prosper at all, it shall be by those 
means and no other, or I should not be worthy to be call- 
ed your son.* 

Piedro, the cunning, did not make quite so successful a 
summer's work as did F«fcncisco, the honest. No ex- 
traordinary events happened, no singular instance of bad 
or good luck occurred ; but he felt, as persons usually do, 
the natural eorisecjuences of his own actions.— He pursu- 
ed his scheme of imposing, as far as he could, upon every 
person he dealt with, and the consequence was, that at 
last nobody would deal with him. — ' It is easy to out- wit 
one person, but impossible to out- wit all the world,* said 
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a matt* who knew the world at least as well as either 4 
Piedro, or his father. — Piedro's father, amongst others, 
hat) reason to complain ; he saw his old customers fait 
off from him, and was told, whenever he went into the 
market, that his son was such a cheat, there was no deal- 
ing with him. One day; when he was returning from 
market, in a very bad humour, in consequence of these 
reproaches, and of his not having found customers for 
his goods, he espied his smart son Piedro, at a little mer- 
chant's fruit board, devouring a fine gourd with prodigious 
greediness. — * Where, glutton, do you find money to pay 
for these dainties?' exclaimed his father, coming close 
op to him with angry gestures.— Piedro's mouth was 
much too full to make an immediate reply, nor did his 
father wait for any, but darting his hand into the youth's 
pocket, pulled forth a handful of silver. * The money, 
father,' said Piedro, * that I got for the fish yesterday, 
and that I meant to give you to-day, before you went out.* 
* Then 111 make you remember it against another time, 
sirrah !' said his father, 4 I'll teach you to fill your stomach 
with my money ! — Am I to lose my customers by your 
tricks, and then find you here eating my all ? — You are a 
rogue, and every body has found you out to be a rogue ; 
and the worst of rogues'l find you, who scruples not to 
cheat his own father.' Saying these words, with great 
vehemence, he seized hold of Piedro, and in the very 
midst of the little fruit market gave him a severe beat- 
ing. This beating did the boy no good; it was vengeance, 
not punishment. Piedro saw that his father was in a pas- 
sion, and knew that he was beaten because he was found 
out to be a rogue, rather than for being one ; he recollect- 
ed perfectly, that his father once said to him, * Let every 
one take care of his own grapes.' Indeed it was scarcely 
reasonable to expect, that a boy who had been educated 
to think, that he might cheat every customer he could in 
the way of trade, should be afterwaras scrupulously honest 
in his conduct towards the father^whose proverbs encou- 
raged his childhood in cunning. Piedro writhed with bo- 
dily pain, as he left the market, after his drubbing, bu^ his 

* The duke de Rochefoucault— * On peat etre plas fin qu*u* 
autre, mm pat plus fin que toot les autres.' .,- 
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mind was not in the least amended; on the contrary, he 
was hardened to the sense of shame, by the loss of repu- 
tation. All the Httle merchants were spectators of this 
scene, and heard his father's words^-' You are a rogue* 
and the worst of rogues, who scruples not to cheat bis 
own father.' These words were long remembered, and 
long did Piedro feel their effects. He once flattered hmv- 
self, that, when his trade of selling fish foiled him, hexould 
readily engage in some other; but he now found to his 
mortification, that what Francisco's hither said. proved 
true, in all trades the best fortune to set up with, isa good 
character. Not one of the little Neapolitan merchants 
would either enter into partnership with him, give him 
credit, or even trade with him for ready money. — 'If 
you would cheat your own father, to be sure you will cheat 
us/ was continually said to him by these prudent lit- 
tle people. Piedro was taunted and treated with con- 
tempt at home and abroad. Hi* father, when be found 
that his son's smartness was no longer useful in mating 
bargains, shoved him out of his way whenever he met 
him ; all the food or clothes that he had at home seemed 
to be given to him grudgingly, and with such expressions 
as these— 1 Take that, but it is too good for you ; yon 
must eat this, now, instead ot gourds and figs, ana be 
thankful you have even this.' Piedro spent a whole win- 
ter very unhappily; be expected that alt his old tricks, 
and especially what his hither had said of him in the mar- 
ket place, would be soon forgotten ; but month passed 
After month, and still these things were fresh in the me- 
mory of all who had known them. It is not easy togst 
rid of a bad character. A very great rogue* was once 
heard to say, that he would, with all his heart, give ten 
thousand pounds for a good character, because he knew 
that he could make twenty thousand by it. Something 
like this was the sentiment of our cunning hero, when he 
experienced the evils of a bad reputation, and when be 
saw the numerous advantages which Francisco's, good 
character procured. Such had been Piedro's wretched 
education, that even the hard lessons of experience could 
not alter its pernicious effects. He was sorry his knavery 

♦Chsrtres, ,. J 

Digitized by GoOgle 



THE LITTLE MERCHANTS. 2*1 

bad been detected, but he still thought it clever to cheat, 
and was secretly persuaded, that if he had cheated suc- 
cessfully, he should have been happy. ' But I know I 
am not happy now, 9 said he to himself one morning, as 
he sat alone disconsolate by the sea-shore, dressed in tat- 
tered garments, weak and hungry, with an empty basket 
beside mm. His fishing rod, which he held between his 
knees, bent over the dry sands instead of into the water, 
for he was not thinking of what he was about ; his arms 
were folded, his head hung down, and his ragged hat was 
slouched over his face. He was a melancholy spectacle. 
Francisco, as he was coming from his father s vineyard 
with a large dish of purple and white grapes upon his 
head, and a basket of melons and figs hanging upon his 
arm, chanced to see Piedro seated in this melancholy pos- 
ture. Touched with compassion, Francisco approached 
him softly ; his footsteps were not heard upon the sands, 
and Piedro did not perceive, that any one was near him, 
till he felt something cold touch his hand ; he then start- 
ed, and looking up, saw a bunch of ripe grapes, which 
Francisco was holding over his head. — • Eat them, you'll 
find them very good, I hope, 9 said Francisco, with a be- 
nevolent smile — 4 They are excellent — most excellent, 
and I am much obliged to you, Francisco, 9 said Piedro. 
' I was very hungry, and that's what I often am now, with- 
out any body's caring any thing about it.* I am not the 
favourite I was with my father, but I know it is all my 
own fault '-p-' Well, but cheer up,' said Francisco, * mjr 
father always says, one who knows he has been in fault, 
and acknowledges it, will scarcely be in fault again. *Yes, 
take as many figs as you will,' continued he, and he held 
his basket closer to Piedro, who, as he saw, cast a hun- 
gry eye upon one of the ripe figs- — * But,' said Piedro, 
after he had taken several, ' shall not I get you into a 
scrape by taking so many ? Won't your father be apt to 
miss them ?' * Do you think I would give them to you if 
they were not my own ?' said Francisco, with a sudden 
glance of indignation. * Well, don't be angry that I ask- 
ed the question ; it was only from fear of getting you into 
disgrace that I asked it. 9 * It would not be easy for any 
body to do that, I hope, 9 said Francisco, rather proudly. 
— * And to me less than any body,' replied Piedro, in an 
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insinuating tone, * I % that am Bo much obliged to you.' 
* A bunch of grapes, and a few figs are no mighty obli- 
gation,' said Francisco, smiling ; ' I wish I could do more 
tor you ; you seem, indeed, to have been very unhappy of 
late ; we never see you in the markets as we used to do.' 
— — ' No, ever since my father beat me, and called me 
rogue before all the children there, I have never been 
able to shew my face without being gibed at by one or 
t'other. If you would but take me along with you amongst 
them, and only just seem my friend tor a day or two, or 
so, it would quite set me up again, for they all like you.' 
* I would rather be than seem your friend, if I could,' 
said Francisco, ■ * Aye, to be sure, that would be still 
better/ said Piedro, observing that Francisco, as he ut- 
tered his last sentence, was separating the grapes, and 
other fruit, into two equal divisions — * To be sure I would 
rather you would be than seem a friend to me ; but I 
thought that was too much to ask at first— though I have 
a notion, notwithstanding I have been so unlucky lately 
-—I have a notion, you would have no reason to repeat of 
it : you would find me no bad hand if you were to try, 
and take me into partnership.'— -* Partnership !' inter- 
rupted Francisco, drawing back alarmed-—— 4 1 had do 
thoughts of that.' * But won't you, can't you,' said Pie- 
dro, in a supplicating tone ; ' carCt yod have thoughts of ; 
it ? You'd find me a very active partner.' Francisco still j 
drew back, and kept his eyes fixed upon the ground- 
he was embarrassed, for he pitied Piedro, and he scarce- ! 
ly knew how to point out to him, that something more is 
necessary in a partner in trade besides activity— ho- 
nesty. — 'Can't you?* repeated Piedro, thinking that 
he hesitated from merely mercenary motives. * You | 
shall have what share of the profits you please.'— 4 1 \ 
was not thinking of the profits,' said Francisco, ' but : 
without meaning to be ill-natured to you, Piedro, I must 
say, that I cannot enter into any partnership with you at , 
present ; but I will do what, perhaps, you will like as 
well,' said he, taking half the fruit out of his basket. * You 
are heartily welcome to this ; try and sell it in the chil- 
dren's fruit market ; 111 go on before you, and speak to 
those I am acquainted with, and tell them you are going 
to set up a new character, and that you hope to make it 
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a good one.' * Hey, shall I ?•— Thank you for ever, dear 
Francisco, 9 cried Piedro, seizing his plentiful gift of fruit 
— ' say what you please for me/ * But don't make me 
say any thing that is not true/ said Francisco, pausing*. 
-*-' No, to be sure not/ said Piedro; * I do mean to give 
no room for scandal. — If I could get them to trust me as 
they do you, I should be happy indeed/ * That is what 
you may do, if you please, said Francisco. * Adieu, I 
wish you well with all my heart, but I must leave you 
now, or I shall be too late for the market/ 
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CHAPTER II. 

Chi va piano, va sano, e onehi lontano. 
Fair and foftly goes far in a day. 

Pisdro had now an opportunity to establish a good 
character. When he went into the market with his 
grapes and figs, he found that 'he was not shunned or 
taunted as usual; all seemed disposed to believe in his 
intended reformation, and to give nhn a fair trial. These 
favourable dispositions towards him *were the conse- 
quence of Francisco's benevolent representations: he 
told them that he thought Piedro had suffered enough 
to cure him of his tricks, and that it would be cruelty in 
in them, because he might once have been in fault to ba- 
nish him by their reproaches from amongst them, and 
thus to prevent him from the means of gaming his live-*' 
lihood honestly. Piedro made a good beginning, and 
gave what several of the younger customers thought 
excellent bargains: his grapes and figs were quickly 
sold, and with the money that he got for them, he the 
next day purchased from a fruitdealer a fresh supply, 
and thus he went on for some time, conducting himself 
with scrupulous honesty, so that he acquired some credit 
among bis companions. They no longer watched him 
with suspicious eyes; they trusted to his measures and 
weights, and they counted less carefully the change 
which they received from him. The satisfaction he felt 
from this alteration in their manners was at first delight* 
fill to him ; but in proportion to his credit his opportu- 
nities of defrauding increased, and these became tempta- 
tions, which he had not the firmness to resist. His old 
manner of thinking recurred. * I make but a few shil- 
lings a day, and tins is but slow work, 9 said he to himself 
vgl. II. s 



206 the little merchants. 

— * what signifies my good character if I make so little 
by it.* Light gains, and frequent, make a heavy purse,* 
was one of Francisco's proverbs. But Piedro was in too 
great haste to get rich, to take time into his account. He 
set bis invention to work, and he did not want for ingenuity, 
to devise means of cheating, without running the risk of 
detection. He observed that the younger part of the 
community were extremely fond of certain coloured su- 
garplums, and of burnt almonds ; with the money he 
had earned by two months trading in fruit he laid in a 
large stock, or what appeared to these little merchants 
a large stock, of these almonds and sugarplums, and he 
painted in capital gold coloured letters upon his board, 
4 the sweetest, largest, most admirable sugarplums of 
all colours ever sold in Naples to be had here ; and fa 
gratitude to his numerous customers, Piedro adds to 
these, burnt almonds gratis. 9 

This advertisement attracted the attention of all who 
could read, and many who could not read, heard it re- 
peated with deSght. Crowds of children surrounded 
Piedro's board of promise, and they all went away the 
first day amply satisfied ; each had a foil measure of 
coloured sugarplums at the usual price, and along with 
these a burnt almond gratis. The burnt almond bad 
such an effect upon the public judgment, that fe was 
universally allowed the sugarplums were, as the ad- 
vertisement set forth, the largest, sweetest, most admi- 
rable ever sold in Naples ; though all the time these were 
in no respect better than any other sugarplums. It was , 
generally reported, that Piedro gave fuH measure, fuller 
than was to be had at any other board in the city ; be 
measured the sugarplums in a little cubical tin box, and 
this, it was affirmed, he heaped up to the top, and press- 
ed down before he poured out the contents into the open 
hands of his approving customers. This belief, and' 
Piedro's popularity, continued longer even than he had 
expected ; and, as he thought his sugarplums had now 
secured their reputation with the generous public* he gra- 
dually neglected to add burnt almonds gratis. One day 
a boy of about ten years old passed carelessly by, whfe- 

* Poco e spesjo empie ilborsetta 
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tliiig as he went along, and swinging a carjjenter's rule 

in his hand. ' Ha ! what have we here ?' cried he, stop- 
ping to read what was written on Piedro's board. ' This 
promises rarely .—Old as I am, and tall of my age, which 
makes the matter worse, I am still as fond of sugar- 

{>lums as my little sister, who is five years younger than 
4 — Come, signer, fill me quick, for I'm in haste to 
taste them, two measures of the sweetest, largest, most 
admirable sugarplums in Naples— one measure for my- 
self, and one for my little Rosetta.' — ' You'll pay for 
yourself and your sister then,' said Piedro, ' for no credit 
is given here.' * No credit do I ask,' replied the lively 
boy ; ' when I told you I loved sugarplums, did I tell 
you I loved them, or even my sister, so well as to run in 
debt for them. Here's for myself, and here's for my 
sister's share,' said he, laying down his money—' and now 
for the burnt almonds gratis, my good fellow.'—' They 
are all out, I have been out of burnt almonds this great 
while,' said Piedro. • Then why are they in your ad- 
vertisement here?' said Carlo. ' I have not had time to 
scratch them out of the board.' ' What, not when you 
have, by your own account, been out of them a great 
while ?— I did not know it required so much time to blot 
out a few words — let us try;* and as he spoke, Carlo, 
for that was the name of Piedro's new customer, pulled 
a bit of white chalk out of his pocket, and drew a broad 
score across the line on the board which promised burnt 
almonds gratis.—' You are most impatient,' said Piedro; 
' I shall have a fresh stock of almonds to morrow.' 
* Why must the board tell a lie to-day ?'— ' It would ruin 
roe to alter it,' said Piedro. * A lie may ruin you, but i " 
could scarcely think the truth could.'—' You have no right 
to meddle with me or my board,' said Piedro, put off his 
guard, and out of his usual soft voice of civility, by this 
last observation. * My character, and that at my board, 
are too firmly established now for any chance customer 
like you to injure.' — ' I never dreamed of injuring you or 
any one else,' said Carlo—' I wish, moreover, you may 
not injure yourself.-— Do as you please with your board, 
but give me my sugarplums, for I have so:**e right to med- 
dle with those, having paid for them.' — ' Hold out your 
band then ?' * No, put them in here if you please, put 
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my sister's at least in here, she likes to have them in thk 
box ; I bought some for her in it yesterday, and Shell 
think they'll taste the better out of the same box. But 
how is this ! your measure does not fill my box nearly ; 
you give us very few sugarplums for our money/ — *l 
give you full measure, as 1 give to every body.*— • The 
measure should be an inch cube, 1 know/ said Carlo; 
4 that's what all the little merchants have agreed to, you 
know/—* True,* said Piedro, 4 so it is.*— .« And so it is, I 
must allow/ said Carlo, measuring the outside of it with 
the carpenter's rule which he held in his hand. * An 
inch every way — and yet by my eye— and I have no bad 
one, being used to measuring carpenter's work for my 
father, by my eye I should think this would have held 
more sugarplums.' — 'The eye often deceives us/ said 
Piedro; * there's nothing like measuring you find.' 
* There is nothing like measuring I find, indeed/ replied 
Carlo, as he looked closely at the end of his rule, which, 
since he spoke last, he had put into the tin cube to take 
its depth in the inside.—' This is not as deep by a quar- 
ter of an inch, Signor Piedro, measured within as iris 
measured without.'— Piedro changed colour terribly, and 
seizing hold of the tin box, endeavoured to wrest it frem 
the youth who measured so accurately. Carlo held Ins 
prize fast, and lifting it above his head, he ran into the _ 
midst of the square where the little market was held, ex* 
claiming, *A discovery! a discovery! that concerns all 
who love sugarplums. A discovery ! a discovery ! that 
concerns all who have ever bought the sweetest, largest, 
most admirable sugarplums ever sold in Naples. 

The crowd gathered from all parts of the square as he 
spoke. ' We have bought, and we have bought of those 
sugarplums/ cried several httle voices at once, * if you 
mean Piedro's.' — * The same/ continued Carlo, * he who, 
out of gratitude to his numerous customers, gives, or pro- 
mises to give, burnt almonds gratis.' — * Excellent they 
were ! ' cried several voices. * We all know Piedro well ; 
but what's your discovery ?' — * My discovery is/ . said 
Carlo, « that you, none of you, know Piedro. Look you 
here— look at this box, this is his measure— it has a raise 
bottom, it holds only three quarters as 'much as it ought 
to do, and his numerous customers have all been cheated 
of one quarter of every measure of the admirable sugar- 
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plains they have bought from him/— c Think twice of a 
good bargain,' says the proverb*— 4 So we have been fine- 
ly duped indeed/ cried some, looking at one another with 
a mortified air. Full of courtesy, full of craft!* 'So this 
is the meaning of his burnt almonds gratis,' cried others ; 
ail joined in an uproar of indignation except one, who, as 
be stood behind the rest, expressed in his countenance si- 
lent surprise and sorrow*—' Is this Piedro a relation of 
yours ?' said Carlo, going up to this silent person ; • I am 
sorry, if he be, that I have published his disgrace, for I 
-would not hurt you ; you don't sell sugarplu tns as lie does 
I'm sure, for my littje sister Rosetta has often bought from 
you* . Can this Piedro be a friend of yours ?'— ' I wished 
to have been his friend, but I see I can't,' said Francis- 
co; * he is a neighbour of ours, and I pitied him ; but since 
he is at his old tricks again, there's an end of the matter. 
J have reason to be obhged to you, for I was nearly tak- 
en in ; he has behaved so well for some time past, that I, 
intended this very evening to have gone to him, and to 
have told him that I was willing to do for him what he 
has long begged of me to do, to enter into partnership 
with him.' VFrancisco ! Francisco !-*-your measure, lend 
us your meaaure !' exclaimed a number of the little mer- 
chants crowding round him. * You have a measure for 
sugarplums, and we have all agreed to refer to that, and 
to see how much we have been cheated before we go 
to break Piedre's bench, and declare him bankrupt,* 
the punishment for all knaves.' They pressed on to 
Francisco's board, obtained his measure, found that it held 
something more than a quarter above the quantity that 
could be contained in Piedro's. The cries of the enraged 
populace were now most clamorous; they hung the just 
and unjust measures upon high poles, and forming them- 
selves into a formidable phalanx, they proceeded towards 

* Cbi te fa pie caress* che non vuole. 
O ingannato t'ha, o mgannar te tuoIc 

• This word comet from' two Italian words Banco rotte— brok- 
en bench.— Banker* and merchants used formerly to count their 
money, and write their UHs of exchange upon benches in the 
■ireeta a nd when a merchant or hanker lost his credit, and vj* 
unable to pay his debts, his bench was broken* 
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Piedro*s well known yeHow lettered board, exclaiming as* 
they went along, * Common cause ! common cause ! the 
little Neapolitan merchants will have no knaves amongst 
them t Break his bench J Break his bench ! He is a bank- 
rupt in honesty.* 

Piedro saw the mob, heard the indignant clamour,' and f " 
terrified at the approach of numbers, he fled with the up- 
most precipitation, having scarcely time to pack up half- 
of hig sugarplums ; there was a prodigious number, more 
than would have filled many honest measures, scatterecl 
upon the ground, and trampled under foot by the crowd. 
Piedro's bench^ was broken, and the public vengeances 
wreaked itself also upon his treacherous painted board. 
It was, after being much disfigured by various inscrip- 
tions expressive of the universal contempt for Piedro, 
hung up in a conspicuous part of the market-place, and 
the false measure was fastened like a cap upon one of its 
corners. Piedro could never more shew his face in this 
market, and all hopes of friendship— all hopes of partner- 
ship with Francisco were forever at an end. 

If rogues could calculate, they would cease to be rogues, 
for they would certainly discover that it is most for their 
interest to be honest — setting aside the pleasure of being 
esteemed and beloved, of having a safe conscience, with' 
perfect freedom from all the various embarrassments 
and terrors to which knaves are subject ; is it not cJear 
that our crafty hero would have gained rather more by 
a partnership with Francisco, and by a fair character, 
than he could possibly obtain by fraudulent dealing in 
comfits ? 

When the mob had dispersed, after satisfying them- 
selves with executing summary justice upon Piedro's 
bench and board, Francisco found a carpenter's rule ly- 
ing upon the ground near Piedro's broken bench, which 
he recollected to have seen in the hands of Carlo ; he ex- 
amined it carefully, and he found Carlo's name written 
upon it, and the name of the street where he lived ; and 
though it was considerably out of his way, ho set out im- 
mediately to restore the rule, which was a very hand- 
someone, to its rightful owner. After a hot walk through 
several streets, he overtook Carlo, who had just reached 
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the*door of liis own house. Carlo was particularly oblig- 
ed to him, he said, for restoring this rule to him, as it 
was a present from the master of a vessel, who employ- 
ed his father to do carpenter's work for him. * One 
should not praise one's sel£ they say,' continued Carlo ; 
4 but I long so much to give you a good opinion of me, 
that! must teh you the whole history of the rule you 
have saved— 4t was given to me for having measured the 
work, and made up the bill of a whole pleasure-boat my- 
self. You may guess I should have been sorry enough 
to have lost it. Thank you for its being once more m 
my careless hands, and tell me I beg when I can do you 
any service— by the by, I can make up fbr'you a fruit- • 
stall ; 111 do it to-morrow, and it shall oe the admiration 
of the market— Is there any thing else you could think of. 
for me ^— ' Why, yes,* said Francisco, • since you are so 
good-natured, perhaps you'd be kind enough to tell me 
the meaning of some of those lines and figures that I see- 
upon your rule— I have a great curiosity to know their 
use.'—' That I'll explain to you with pleasure, as far as 
I know them myself; but when I'm at a fault, my father, 
who is cleverer than I am, and understands trigonome- 
try, can help us out'—- 4 Trigonometry !' repeated Fran* 
cisco, not a tittle alarmed at this high sounding word ; 
• that's what I certainly shall never understand.' — 4 Oh 
never fear,' replied Carlo, -laughing ; 4 I looked just as 
you do now, I felt just as you do now, all in a fright and a 
puzzle, when I first heard of angles and sines, and vers- 
ed-sines, and co sines, and arcs f and centres, and com- 
plements, and tangents.' — 4 Oh mercy ! mercy !' inter- 
rupted Francisco, whilst Carlo laughed with a sense, 
but with a benevolent sense of superiority. 4 Why,' said 
be, * you'll find ail these thing are nothing when you are 
used to them— but I cannot explain my rule to you here 
broiling in the sun— besides, it will not be the work of a 
day I promise you ; but come and see us at your leisure 
hours, and we'll study it together — I have a great notion 
we shall become friends, and to begin, step in with me 
now,' said Carlo, ' and eat a little macaroni with us, I 
know it is ready by this time ; besides you?U see my fa- 
ther, and he'll shew you plenty of rules and compasses, 
as you like such things, and then 111 go home with you 
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in the cool of the evening, gad you alkali show «* y**r 
melons and vines, and teach me m time something of gar- 
dening^-Oh, I see we must be good friends, just made far 
each other, so come in— no ceremony.' 

Carlo was not mistaken in his predictions; he and 
Francisco became very good friends, spent all their tat- 
sure hours together, either in Carlo's workshop, orn 
Francisco's vineyard, and they mutually improved esc* 
other. Francisco, before he saw his friend's rule, smew 
but just enough of arithmetic to calculate in his head the 
price of the fruit which he sokl in the market ; but with 
Carlo's assistance, and with the ambition to understand 
the tables and figures open the wonderful rule, he set Id 
-work in earnest, and in due time, satisfied both himself 
end his master. * Who knows but these things that I am 
learning now may be of some use to me before I die,' said 
Francisco, as he was sitting one morning with his tutor, 
the carpenter*—' To be sure it will,' said the carpenter, 
putting down his compasses with which he was drawing 
a circle — * Arithmetic is a most useful, and I was going 
to say necessary thing to he known by men in ali stations, 
and a little trigonometry does no harm ; in short, my max- 
im is, no knowledge comes amiss ; for a man's head is of 
as much use to him, and more than his hands* 

▲ word to the wise will alwiy* wffice.* 

Besides, to say nothing of making a fortune— is not there 
a great pleasure in being something of a scholar, and be- 
ing able to pass one's time with one's book, and one's 
compasses and pencil ? Sale companions these for young 
and old ; no one gets into mischief that has pleasant things 
to think c£ and to do when alone, and I know liar my part, 
trigonometry is ■ . '/ 

Here the carpenter, just as he was going to pronounce 
a fresh panegyric upon his favourite trigonometry, was 
interr up t e d by the sudden entrance of his little daughter 
Rosetta, aU in tears, a very unusual spectacle ! Rosetta, 
take the year round, shed fewer tears than any child of 
her age in Naples. • Why toy dear good-humoured little 

* A bucra inteudilor, pochc parole. 
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Rosetta, what has happened ?'— « Why these large tears,' 
said her brother Carlo, and he went up to her, and wiped 
them from her cheeksw— ( And these that are going over 
the bridge of the nose so fast, IJmust stop these tears too,' 
said Carlo. Rosetta, at this speech, burst out a laughing, 
and said, ' that she did not know till then, that she had 
any bridge on her nose.' ' And were these shells the 
cause of the tears?' said her brother, looking at a heap 
sf shells, which she held before her in her frock. * Yes, 
partly/ said Rosetta, * it was partly my own fault, but not 
alL You know I went out to the carpenter's yard, near 
the arsenal, where ajl the children are picking up chips 
and sticks so busily, and I was as busy as any of them, 
because I wanted to fill my basket soon, and then I 
thought I should sell my basket-full directly in the little 
wood market. And as soon as I had filled my basket, 
said made up my faggot, which was not done, brother, 
till I was almost baked by the sun, for I was forced to 
wait by the carpenters for the bits of wood to make up 
my faggot, I say when it was all ready, and my basket 
fall, I left it altogether in the yard.' ' That was not wise 
to leave it,' said Carlo— 4 But I only left it for a few mi- 
nutes, brother, and I could not think any body would be 
so dishonest as to take it whilst I was away. I only just 
ran to tell a boy, who had picked up all these beautiful 
shells upon the sea shore, and who wanted to sell them, 
that I should be glad to buy them from him, if he would 
only be so good as to keep them for me, for an hour or 
so, till I had carried my wood to market, and till I had 
sold it, and so had money to pay him for the shells.' 
* Your heart was set mightily on these shells, Rosetta ?' 
— * Yes y for I thought you and Francisco, brother, would 
like to have them, for your nice grotto that you are 
making at Resina, that was the reason I was in such a 
hurry to get them. The boy who had them to sell was 
very good-natured ; he poured them into my lap, and 
said 1 had such an honest face, he would trust me, and 
that as he was in a great hurry, he could not wait all 
hour whilst I sold my wood ; but that he was sure I would 
. pay him in the evening, and he told me that he would 
call here this evening for the money ; but now, what 
shall I do, Carlo ? I shall have no money to give him, I 
must give him back his shells, and that's a great pity/ 
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4 But how happened it that you did not sell your wood? 
— 4 Oh, I forgot ; did not I tell you that r> — When I went 
back for my basket* do you know it was empty, quite 
empty, not a chip left,— Some dishonest person had car* 
ried it all off.— Had not I reason to cry now, Carlo r*— 

* 111 go this minute into the wood market, and see if I 
can find your faggot, won't that be better than crying?* 
—said her brother. ' Should you know any one of your 
pieces of wood again, if you were to see them/ * Yes* 
one of them, I am sure I should know again,' said Ro- 
setta.— * It had a notch at one end of it, where one of the 
carpenters cut it off from another piece of wood for ma 1 

* And b the piece of wood from which the carpenter cut 
it still to be seen,' said Francisco—' Yea, it is in the yard : 
but I cannot bring it to you, for it is very heavy. 9 * We 
can go to it,' said Francisco, * and I hope we shall recover 
your basket-full.' He and Carlo went with Rosetta hn- 
mediately to the yard, near the arsenal, saw the notched 
piece of wood, and then proceeded tothelittle wood mar* 
ket, and searched every heap that lay before the little fac- 
tors, but no notched bit was to be found, and Rosetta da* 
claredthat she did not see one stick that looked at all like 
any of hers.-— On their part, her companions eagerly un- 
tied their faggots to shew them to her, and exclaimed, 

* that they were incapable of taking what did not belong 
to them ;— that of all persons they should never have 
thought of taking any thing from the good-natured little 
Rosetta, who was always ready to give to others, and to 
help them in making up their loads.' 

Despairing of discovering the thief, Francisco and Car- 
lo left the market ; as they were returning home, they were 
met by the English servant Arthur, who asked Francisco 
where he had been, and where he was going. As soon as he 
heard of Rosetta 's lost faggot, and of the bit of wood, notch* 
ed at one end, of which Rosetta drew the shape with a bit of 
chalk, that her brother lent her, Arthur exclaimed, * I 
Have seen such a bit of wood as this within this quarter 
of an hour, but I cannot recollect where !— *Stay— It was 
at the baker's I think, where I went for some rays for my 
master. It was lying beside his oven.' To the baker's 
they all went as fast as possible, and they got there but 
just in time, the baker had in his hand the bit of wood, 



THE UTILE aCBftCHAVTA. 215 

with which he was that mstantgcing to feed his oven. 
* Stop, good Mr. Baker!' cried Rosette, who ran into 
the baker's shop first, and as he heard stop ! stop ! re- 
echoed by many voices, die baker stopped, and turning 
to Francisco, Carlo, and Arthur, begged with a counte- 
nance of some surprise, to know why they desired him 
to stop. The case was easily explained, and the baker 
told them, that he did not buy any wood in the little mar* 
fcet that morning. That this faggot he had purchased, be- 
tween the hours of twelve and thirteen,* from a lad of 
about Francisco's height, whom he met sear the yard of 
the arsenal. 'This is my bit of wood, I am sure, 1 know 
it by this notch,' said Rosetta^-' Well,' said the baker, 
4 if you will stay here a few minutes you will probably see 
the lad who sold it to me ; he desired to be paid in bread, 
and my bread was not quite baked when he was here ; 
I bid him call again in an hour, and I fancy he will be 
pretty punctual, for he looked desperately hungry.' The 
baker had scarcely finished speaking, when Francisco, 
who was standing watching at the door, exclaimed * Here 
comes Piedro ! I hope he is not the boy who sold you the 
wood, Mr. Baker/ 4 He is the boy though,' replied the 
baker, and Piedro, who now entered the shop, started at 
the sight of Carlo and Francisco, whom he had never seen 
Since the day of disgrace in the fruit market. 

* Your servant, hignor Piedro,' said Carlo ; * I have 
tfce honour to tell you, that this piece of wood, and all ' 
that you (took out of the basket, which you found in the 
yard of the arsenal, belongs to my sister.' * Yes, indeed,' 
cried Rosetta.— Piedro being very certain, that nobody 
saw him when he emptied Rosette's basket, and imagin- 
ing that he was suspected only upon the bare assertion of 
a child like Rosette, who might be baffled and frightened 
out of her story, boldly denied the charge, and defied any 
fine to prove him guilty. 

* He has a right to be heard in his own defence,' said 
Arthur, wkh the cool justice of an Englishman ; and ha 
atoppedthe angry Carlo's arm, who was going up to the 
culprit with all the Italian vehemence of oratory and ges- 

* The Italian* begia their day at sun tet, and reckon the heurs 
itt aa uninterrupted Mries from one to tflrepty-fppv 
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ture. Arthur went on to say something in bad Italian, 
about the excellence of an English trial by jury, which 
Carlo was too much enraged to near, but to which Fran- 
cisco paid attention* and turning to Piedro, he asked him 
if he was willing to be judged by twelve of his equals* 
* With all my heart,' said riedro, still maintaining an un- 
moved countenance, and they returned immediately to 
the little wood market 

In their way, they had passed through the fruit mar- 
ket, and crowds of those who were well acquainted with 
Piedro's former transactions, followed to hear the event 
of the present trial. Arthur could not, especially as he 
spoke wretched Italian, make the eager little merchants 
understand the nature and advantages of an English trial 
by jury. They preferred their own summary mode of 
proceeding. Francisco, in whose integrity all had perfect 
confidence, was chosen with unanimous shouts for the 
judge, but he declined the office, and another was appoint- 
ed. He was raised upon a bench, and the guilty, but in- 
solent looking Piedro, and the ingenuous, modest Rosetta 
stood before him. She made her complaint in a very art- 
less manner, and Piedro, with ingenuity, which in a better 
cause would have deserved admiration,- spoke volubty 
and craftily in his own defence ; but all that he could say 
could not alter facts. The judge compared the notched 
bit of wood, found at the baker's, with the piece from 
which it was cut, which he went to see in the yard of the 
arsenal. — It was found to fit exactly. The judge then 
found it impossible to restrain the loud indignation of all 
the spectators. The prisoner was sentenced never mora 
to sell wood in that market, and the moment sentence 
was pronounced, Piedro was hissed and hooted out of the 
market place. — Thus a third time he deprived himself of 
the means of earning his bread. 
We shall not dwell upon all his petty methods of cheat- 
te in the trades he next attempted. He handed lemon* 
de about in a pait of Naples where he was not known ; 
but he lost his customers by putting too much water, and 
too little lemon into his beverage. He then took to the 
waters from the sulphureous springs, and served them 
about to foreigners ;— but one, day, as he was trying to 
jostle a competitor from a <*6ach door, he slipped his foot, 
and broke fos glasses. They had been borrowed from 
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jut «U woman, who hired out glasses to the boys who sold 
lemonade* Piedro knew, that it was the custom to pay 
of course lor all that were broken ; but this he was not 
inclined to do— he had a few shillings m his pocket, and 
thought that it would be very clever to defraud this poor 
woman of her right, and to spend his shillings upon what 
te valued much more than he did his good name— maco- 
ronL The shillings were soon gone.— And we shall for 
Hie present leave Piedro to his follies, and his fate, or to 
speak more properly, to* his fblhes, and their inevitable 
consequences. 

Francisco was all this time acquiring knowledge from 
his new friends, without neglecting his own or his lather's 
business. He contrived during the course of the autumn 
and winter, to make himself a tolerable arithmetician. 
Carlo's father could draw plans in architecture neatly, 
and pleased with the eagerness Ftfancisco shewed to re- 
ceive instruction, he willingly put a pencil and compasses 
into his hand, and taught him all he knew himself. 
Francisco had great perseverance, and by repeated trials, 
he at length succeeded in copying exactly all the plans 
which his master learnt htm. His copies, in time, sur- 
passed the originals, and Carlo exclaimed, with astonish- 
ment :— * Why Francisco, what an astonishing genius 
you have for drawing !— Absolutely you draw plans bet- 
ter than my father!'— 'As to genius, 1 said Francisco, 
honestly, 4 1 have none*— All that I have done has been 
done by hard labour ; I don't know how other people do 
things, but I am sure that I never have been able to get 
any thing done well but by patience ; don't you remem- 
ber, Carlo, how you, and even Rosetta laughed at me the 
first time your father put a pencil into my awkward, 
clumsy hands.' * Because,' said Carlo, laughing again 

iat the recollection, ' you held your pencil so drouy ; and 
when you were to cut it, you cut it just as if you were 
using a pruning knife to your vines; but now it is your 
turn to laugh, tor you surpass us alL And the times are 
chaBged»since I set about to explain this rule of mine to 
you.' 'Aye, that rule,' said Francisco, * how much I 
owe to it.— Some great people, when they lose any of 
''their fine things, cause the crier to promise a reward of 
so much money to whoever shall find and restore their 
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trinket; how richly have you and your father reward- 
ed me for returning this rule/ 

Francisco's modesty and gratitude, as they were per- 
fectly sincere, attached his friends to him most power- 
fully ; but there was one person, who regretted our hero's 
frequent absences from his vineyard at Resina. Not 
Francisco's father, for he was well satisfied his son never 
neglected his business ; and as to the hours spent in Na- 
ples, he had so much confidence in Francisco, that he 
elt no apprehensions of his getting into bad company. 
—•When his son had once said to him, * I spend my time 
at such a place, and in such, and such a manner,' he 
was as well convinced of its being so, as if he had watch- 
ed and seen him every moment of the day. But it was 
Arthur who complained of Francisco's absence. * I see, 
because I am an Englishman,' said he, *you don't value 
my friendship, and ye£ that is the very reason you ought 
to value it — no friends so good as the English,— be it 
spoken without offence to your Italian friend, for whom 
you now continually leajce me to dodge up and down here 
in Resina, without a soul that I like to speak to, for you 
are the only Italian I ever liked.' 4 You shall like an- 
other, I promise you,' said Francisco, ' you must come 
with me to Carlo s, and see how I spend my evenings, 
then complain of me if you can. It was the utmost 
stretch of Arthur's complaisance to pay this visit, but in 
spite of his- national prejudices, and habitual reserve of 
temper, he was pleased with the reception he met with 
from the generous Carlo, and the playful Rosetta. They 
shewed him Francisco's drawings with enthusiastic ea- 
gerness ; and Arthur, though no great judge of drawing, 
was in astonishment, and frequently repeated,— 4 1 know 
a gentleman who visits my master, who would like these 
things.— I wish I might have them to shew him.* *Take: 
them then,' said Carlo, *I wish all Naples could see 
them, provided they might be liked half as well as I like 
them.' 

Arthur carried off the drawings, and one day, when 
his master was better than usual, and when he was 
at leisure, eating a dessert of Francisco's grapes, he 
entered respectfully, with his little port-folio under his 
arm, and begged permission to shew his master a few 
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dfawBgs* done by the gardener's son, whose grapes he 
was eating. Though not quite so partial a judge as the 
enthusiastic Carlo, this gentleman was both pleased and 
surprised at the sight of these drawings, considering how 
short a time Francisco had applied himself to this art, 
and what slight instructions ne had received. Arthur 
was desired to summon the young artist. Francisco's 
honest, open manner, joined to the proofs, he had given 
of his abilities, and the character Arthur gave him for 
strict honesty, and constant kindness to his parents, inte- 
rested Mr. L-~ , this English gentleman, much in his fa- 
vour. Mr. L — was at this time in treaty with an Ita- 
lian painter, whom he wished to engage to copy for him 
exactly some of the cornices, mouldings, tablets, and 
antique ornaments, which are to be seen amongst the 
ruins of the ancient city of Herculaneum.* 

* We must give those of our young Ebgiish readers, who nay 
not be acquainted with the ancient city of Herculaneum, tome 
kiea of it. None can be ignorant, that near Naples is the cele- 
brated volcanic mountain of Vesuvius. — That from time to time, 
there happen violent eruptions from this mountain, that it to 
say, flames and immense clouds of smoke issue from different 
openingt, months, or crater*, as they are called, but more es- 
pecudly from the summit of the mountain, which is distinguish- 
ed by the name of the Crater. A rumbling, and afterwards a 
roaring noise is heard within, and prodigious quantities of sf ones, 
and minerals burnt into masses (scoriae) are thrown out of the 
crater, sometimes to a great distance The hot ashes from 
Mount Vesuvius have often been seen upon the roofs of the 
houses of Naples, from which it is six mites distant. Streams 
of lava run down the sides of the mountain during the time of 
an eruption, destroying every thing in their way, and over- 
whelm the bouses and vineyards which are in the neighbour- 
hood. About 1700 years ago, during the reign of the Ro- 
man Emperor Titus, there happened a terrible eruption of 
Mount Vesuvius; and a Urge city called Herculaneum,, which 
was situated at about four miles distance from the volcano, was 
overwhelmed by the streams of Isva, which poured into it, 
filled up the streets, and quickly covered over the tops of the 
houses, so that the whole was no more visible. It remained for 
many years buried. The lava, which covered it, became in 
time it for vegetation, plants grew there, a new soil was form- 
ed, and a new town, called Portioi, was built over* the place 
where Herculaneum formerly stood. The little village of Re* 
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una it alio tNnated near the apot About fifty yeart ago, in a 

Kor man's garden at Retina, a bole in a well about thirty feet 
low the, surface of the earth was observed : Some persons 
had the curiosity to enter into this hole, and after creeping un- 
der ground for some time, they came to the foundations of 
houses. The petsants, inhabitants of the Tillage, who had pro- 
bably never heard of Hereulaneum, were somewhat surprised 
at their discovery.* About the same time, in a pit in the town 
of Portici a similar passage under ground waa discovered, and 
by orders of the king of Naples, workmen were employed to 
dig away the earth, and clear the passages*. They found, at 
length, the entrance into the town, which,' daring the reign 
of Titus, was buried under lava. It was about eighty -eight 
Neapolitan palms (a palm contains near nine inches) below the 
top of the pit. The workmen, as they cleared the ] 



marked their wav with chalk, when they came te any turning, 
lest they should lose themselves. The streets branched out m 
many directions, and laying across them, the workmen often 
found large pieces of timber, beams and rafters : some broken 
in the fall, others entire. These beams and rafters are burned 
quite black, and look like charcoal, except those that were found 
in moist places, wbieh have more the colour of rotten wood, 
and which are like a soft paste, into which you might ran your 
hand. The walls of the houses slant, some one way, tome ano- 
ther, and some are upright. Several magnificent buildings of 
brick, faced with marble of different colours, are partly seem, 
where the workmen have cleared away the earth and lava, with 
which they were encrusted. Columns of red and white marble, 
and flights of marble steps, are seen in different places. And oat 
of the ruins of the palaces, some very fine statues and pictures 
have been dug. Foreigners who visit Naples are extremely 
curious to see this subterraneous city, and are desirous to carry 
with them into their own country some proofs of their having 
examined this wonderful place. 

* Philosophical Transactions} 9th Vol. page 440. 
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.CHAPTER III. 

Tutle le granfacende si fanno di poca colsu. 
Great things hang upon small wires. 

Sigkor Caraillo, the artist employed ty Mr. L — to 
copy some of the antique ornaments in Herculaneum, 
was a liberal minded man, perfectly free from that mean 
Jealousy, which would repress the efforts of rising genius. 
^-* Here is a lad of scarcely fifteen, a poor gardener's 
son, who, with merely the instructions ne* could obtain 
from a common carpenter, has learned to draw these plans 
and elevations, which you see are tolerably neat. What 
an advantage your instructions would be to him/ said Mr. 
Li—* as he introduced Francisco to Signor Camillo. ' I 
am interested for this lad, from what I have learned of 
his good conduct — I hear he is strictly honest, and one of 
the best of sons; let us do something for him ; if you 
will give him some knowledge of your art, I will, as far 
as^money can recompense you for your loss of time, pay 
whatever you may think reasonable for his instructions.* 
Signer Camillo made no difficulties, lie was pleased with 
his pupil's appearance, and every day he liked, him bet- 
ter and better. In the room where they worked toge- 
ther, there were some large books of drawings and plates, 
which Francisco saw now and then opened by his master, 
and which he had a great desire to look over; but when 
he was left in the room by himself, he never touched them, 
because he had not permission. Signor Camillo the first 
Jay he came into this room with his pupil, said to him, 
> Here are many valuable books and drawmgs,young man ; 
i trust, from the character I have heard of you, that they 
prill be perfectly safe here/ 
Some weeks after Francisco had been with the paint- 
t2 
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er, they had occasion to look for the front of a temple in 
one of these large books,— * What ! don 9 t you know in 
which book to look for it, Francisco? 9 cried his master, 
with some impatience.—* Is it possible, that you have been 
here so long with these books and that you cannot find 
the print I mean ? Had you half the taste I gave yon cre- 
dit tor, you would have singled it out from all the rest, 
and have it fixed in your memory.' * But, Signer, I never 
saw it,' said Francisco, respectfully, * or, perhaps, I should 
have preferred it. 9 ' That you never saw it, young man, 
is the very thing of which I complain. Is a taste tor the 
arts to be learned, think you, by footing at the cover of a 
book like this ?— Is it possible that you never thought of 
opening it ?* * Often, and often,' cried Francisco, * have 
I longed to open it, but I thought it was forbidden me; 
and however great my curiosity in your absence, I have 
never touched them. I hoped, indeed, that the time would 
come, when you would have the goodness to shew them to 
me. 9 * And so it is come, excellent young man, 9 cried 
Camillo; ' much as I love taste, I kve integrity more-*! 
am now sure of your having the one, and let me see whe- 
ther you have, as I believe you have, the other. Sit yon 
down here beside me, and we will look over these books 



The attention with which his younff pupil examined 
every thing* and the pleasure he unaffectedly expressed 
in seeing these excellent prints, sufficiently convinced 
his judicious master, that it was not from the want of ca- 
riosity or taste, that he had never opened these tempting 
volumes. His confidence in Francisco was much increas- 
ed by this circumstance, slight a» it may appear. One 
day Signor Camillo came behind Francisco, as he was 
drawing with much intentness, and tapping bim upon the 
shoulder, he said to him : * put up your pencils^ and fol- 
low me ; I can depend upon your integrity, I have pledge 
ed myself for it. Brine your note book with you, and 
follow me; I will this day shew you something, that will 
entertain you at least as much as ray large book of prints. 
—Follow me.'—- 

Francisco followed, nil they came to the pit near the 
entrance of Herculaneum. — * I have obtained leave for 
you to accompany mc/ jeud Mis master, 4 aadyoukee^ 
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I suppose, that this is not a permission granted to every 
one.* Paintings of great value, besides ornaments of golft 
and silver, antique bracelets, rings, &c. are from time to 
time found amongst these ruins, and therefore it is neces- 
sary, that no person should be admitted, whose honesty 
cannot be depended upon. Even Francisco's talents could 
net have advanced him in the world, we may remark, 
unless they had been united to integrity. He was much 
delighted and astonished by the new scene, that was now 
opened to his view, and as he, day after day, accompa>- 
nied his master to this subterraneous city, he had leisure 
for observation. He was employed, as soon as he had 
gratified his curiosity, in drawing. There are niches in 
the walls in several places, from which pictures have 
been dug, and these niches are often adorned with elegant 
masques, figures, and animals, which have been left by 
the ignorant or careless workmen, and which are going 
fast to destruction. Signor Camillo, who was copying 
these for his English employer, had a mind to try his pu- 
pil's skill, and pointing toa niche bordered with grotesque 
figures, he desired him to try, if he could make any hand 
of it. Francisco made several trials, and at last finished 
such an excellent copy, that his enthusiastic and generous 
master, with warm encomiums, carried it immediately to 
his patron, and he had the pleasure to receive from Mr. 
L«— a purse containing five guineas, as a reward and en- 
couragement for his pupil. Francisco had no sooner re- 
ceived this money, than he hurried home to his father and 
'mother's cottage. His mother some months before this 
times had taken a small dairy form, and her son had once 
heard her express a wish, that she was but rich enough 
to purchase a remarkably fine brinded cow, which be- 
longed to a farmer in the neighbourhood. ' Here, my 
dear mother,' cried Francisco, pouring the guineas into 
her lap, • and here,' continued he, emptying a bag, which 
contained about as much more, in small Italian coins, the 
profits of trade, the money he had fairly earned during 
the two years he sold fruit amongst the little Neapolitan 
merchants; * this is all your's dearest mother, and I hope 
it will be enough to pay for the brinded cow— Nay, you 
must not refuse me— I have set my heart upon that cow's 
being milked by yoa this very evening; and III produce 
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my best bunches of grapes, and my father, perhaps, will 
give us a melon, for I've had no time for melons this sea- 
son, and I'll step to Naples, and invite — - may I, mo- 
ther ?— my good friends, dear Carlo, and your favourite 
little Rosetta, and my old drawing master, and my friend 
Arthur, and we'll sup with you at your dairy.' 

The happy mother thanked her son, and the father as- 
sured him that neither melons nor pine-apples should be 
spared,to make a supper worthy of his friends. The blind- 
ed cow was bought, and Arthur, and Carlo, and Rosetta, 
most joyfully accepted their invitation. The carpenter 
had unluckily appointed to settle a long account that day 
with one of his employers, and he could not accompany 
his children. It was a delicious evening, they left Naples 
just as the sea breeze, after the heats of the day, was 
most refreshingly felt. The walk to Resina, the vine- 
yard, the dairy, and most of all, the brinded cow, were 
praised by Carlo and Rosetta, with all the Italian super- 
latives which signify, ' Most beautiful ! Most delightful : 
Most charming !' Whilst the English Arthur, with as 
warm a heart, was more temperate in his praise, declar- 
ing, that this was ' tjie most like an English summer's 
evening of any he had ever felt since he came to Italy r 
and that, moreover, the cream was almost as good as what 
he had been used to drink in Cheshire.' The company, 
who were all pleased with each other, and with the gar- 
dener's good fruit, which he produced in great abundance, 
did not think of separating till late. It was a bright 
moonlight night, and Carlo asked his friend if he would 
walk with them part of the way to Naples.— 4 Yes, all 
the way, most willingly,' cried Francisco, 4 that J may 
have the pleasure of giving to your father, with my own 
hands, this fine bunch of grapes, that I have reserved for y 
him out of my own share.' — 4 Add this fine pine-apple for 
my share, then,' said his father, * and a pleasant walk 
to you, my young friends.' 

They proceeded gaily along, and when they reached 
Naples, as they passed through the square, where the 
little merchants held their market, Francisco pointed to 
the spot where he found Carlo's rule : he never missed 
an opportunity of shewing his friends, that he did not for- 
get their former kindness to him. ! That rule,' said he x ^ 

>gls 
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•has been the cause of all my present happiness, and I 

thank you for ' • Oh, never mind thanking him now,* 

interrupted Rosetta, ' but look yonder, and tell me what 
all those people are about.' She pointed to a groupe of 
men, women, and children, who were assembled under a 
piazza, listening, in various attitudes of attention, to a 
roan, who was standing upon a flight of steps, speaking 
In a loud voice, and with much action, to the people who 
surrounded him. Francisco, Carlo, and Rosetta joined 
his audience. The moon shone full upon his countenance, 
"which was very expressive, and which varied frequently 
according to the characters of the persons, whose history 
be was telling, and according to all the changes of their 
fortune. This man was one of those who are called Im- 
provvisatorf---persons v who in Italian towns, go about re- 
citing verses, or telling stories, which they are supposed 
to invent as they go on speaking. Some of these people 
speak with great oratory, and collect crowds round them 
in the public streets. When he sees the attention of his 
audience fixed, and when he comes to some very inte- 
resting part of his narrative, the dexterous Improvvisatore 
drops his hat upon the ground, and pauses till his auditors 
have paid their tribute to his eloquence. When he thinks 
the hat sufficiently full, he takes it up again, andproceeds 
with his story. The hat was dropped just as Francisco 
and his two friends came under the piazza ; the orator 
had finished one story, and was going to commence an- 
other.— He fixed his eyes upon Francisco, then glanced 
at Carlo and Rosetta, and after a moment's consideration, 
he began a story, which bore some resemblance to one, 
that our young English readers may, perhaps, know by 
the name of 4 Cornaro, or the Grateful Turk!/ Francis- 
co was deeply interested in this narrative, and when the 
hat was dropped, he eagerly threw in his contribution. 
At the end of the story, when the speaker's voice stop- 
ped, there was a momentary silence, which was broken 
fcy the orator himself, who exclaimed, as he took up the 
hat which lay at his feet * My friends, here is some mis- 
take ! this is not my hat ; it has been changed whilst I 
was taken up with my story — pray, gentlemen, find my 
hat amongst you, it was a remarkably good one, a present 
from a nobleman for an epigram I made. I would not 
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lose roy bat for twice its value; piw, gentlemen, it bat 
my name written within side of it, Dorainicho Improv* 
visatore*— Pray, gentlemen, examine your hats.' 

Every body present examined their hats, and shewed 
them to Dominicho, but his was not amongst them. No 
one had left the company ;. the piazza was cleared, and 
searched in vain. ' The hat has vanished by magic,' said 
Dominicho^- * Yes, and by the same magic, a statue 
moves,' cried Carlo, — pointing to a figure standing in a 
niche, which had hitherto escaped observation. The face 
was so much in the shade, that Carlo did not at first per- 
ceive, that the statue was Piedro. Piedro, when he saw 
himself discovered, burst into a loud laugh, and* throw- 
ing down Dominicho's hat which he held in his hand be- i 
hind him, cried * A pretty set of novices ! Most excellent 
players at hide and seek you would make.' Whether 
Piedro really meant to have carried off the poor man's 
hat, or whether he was, as he said, merely in jest, wc 
leave it to those who know his general character to de- 
cide. Carlo shook his head— 4 Still at your old tricks, 
Piedro,' said he. ' Remember the old proverb : No fox 
so cunning but he comes to the furrier's at last.'* — * I de- 
fy the furrier and you too,' replied Piedro, taking up his 
own ragged hat — ' I have no need to steal hats, lean af- 
ford to buy better than you'll have upon your head. Fran- 
cisco, a word with you, if you have done crying at the pi- 
tiful story you have been listening to so attentively.' 

* And what would you say to me,' said Francisco, fol- 
lowing him a few steps.-— * Do not detain me long, be- 
cause my friends will wait for me.' * If they are friends 
they can wait,' said Piedro. * You need not be ashamed 
of being seen in my company now, I can tell you, for I 
am, as I always told you I should be, the richest man of 
the two.' 'Rich! You rich?' cried Francisco; ' well, 
then, it was impossible vou could mean to trick that poor 
man out of his good hat.' 'Impossible!' said Piedro. 
Francisco did not consider, that those, who have habits I 
•f pilfering, continue to practise them often, when the 
poverty, which first tempted them to dishonesty, ceases 

* Tula* le volpi si trovano in pcllicera. 
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Tmpceaibfe! You stare when I tell you I am rich, bat, 
the thing is so— moreover, I am welt with my father at 
liome<— ~I have friends in Naples, and I call myself Pie* 
cbro the Lucky. Look yon here,' said he, producing an 
old gold coin ; * this does not smell of fish, does it ? My 
father is no longer a fisherman, nor I neither. — Neither 
do I sell sugar plums to children ; nor do I slave myself 
in a vineyard like some folks; but fortune, when I least 
expected it, has stood my friend. I have many pieces of 
gold like this, — Digging in my father's garden, it was 
my luck to come to an old Roman vessel full of gold. I 
Have this day agreed for a house in Naples for my father. 
We shall live, whilst we can afford it, like great folks, 

Ewrill see, and I shall enjoy the envy that will be felt 
ome of my old friends, the little Neapolitan mer- 
ts, who will change their note when they see my 
ehange of fortune. What say you to all this, Francisco 
the Honest ?* • That I wish you joy of your prosperity, 
and hope you may enjoy it long and well.' ' Well ! no 
doubt of that, every one who has it enjoys it well: He 
always dances well to whom fortune pipes. '* * Yes, but 
no longer pipe no longer dance/ replied Francisco, and 
here they parted; for Piedro walked away abruptly, 
much mortified to perceive, that his prosperity did not 
excite much envy, or command any additional respect 
from Francisco. 

• I would rather/ said Francisco, when he returned to 
Carlo and Rosetta, who waited for him under the porti- 
co, where he left them, * I would rather have such good . 
friends as you, Carlo and Arthur, and some more I could 
name, and, besides that, have a clear conscience, and 
work honestly for my bread, than be as lucky as Piedro. 
—-Do you know, he has found a treasure, he says, in his 
father's garden, a vase full of gold; he shewed me one 
of the gold pieces.'—* Much good may they do him ; I 
hope he came honestly by them,* said Carlo ; • but ever 
since the affair of the double measure, I suspect double 
dealing always from him. It is not our affair, however, 
let him make himself happy his way, and we cur's* 

* Ami ben bjlla a cbi fortana soon*. 
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" He that would Eve in peace and rest, 
Matt hear, and tee, and say the beat."* 

All Piedro's neighbours did not follow this peaceable 
maxim ; for when he and his father began to circulate 
the story of the treasure found in the garden, the village 
of Resina did not give them implicit faith. People nod- 
ded, and whispered, and shrugged their shoulders ; then 
crossed themselves, and declared that they would not 
for all the riches in Naples change places with either 
Piedro or his father. Regardless, or pretending to be 
regardless, of these suspicions, Piedro and his father per- 
sisted in their assertions. The fishing nets were sold, 
and every thing in their .cottage was disposed of; they 
left Resina, went to live at Naples, and, after a few weeks, 
the matter began to be almost forgotten in the village. 
The old gardener, Francisco's father, was one of those 
who endeavoured to think ttie best, and all that he said 
upon the subject was, that he would not exchange Fran- 
cisco the Honest, for Piedro the Lucky. — That one can't 
judge of the day till one sees the evening as well as the 
morning.f 

Not to leave our readers longer in suspense, we must 
inform them, that the peasants of Resina were right in 
their suspicions. Piedro had never found any treasure 
in his father's garden, but he came by his gold in the fol- 
lowing manner: after he was banished from the little 
wood market for stealing Rosetta's basket-full of wood, 
after he had cheated the poor woman, who let glasses 
out to hire, out of the value of the glasses which he 
broke, and, in short, after he had entirely lost his credit 
with all who knew him, he roamed about the streets of 
Naples, reckless of what became of him — He found the 
truth of the proverb, * that credit lost is like a Venice 
glass broke— it can't be mended again.* The few shil- 
lings, which he had in his pocket, supplied him with 

*'0dc, vede, tace, re vuoi viirer in pace. 

f La vita fl fine— el di toda la sere. 

• Compote the morn and evening of tHrir day.' 

Pope. 
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food for a few days; at last he was glad to be employed 
by one of the peasants, who come to Naples to loaa their 
asses with manure out of the streets. They often follow 
very early in the morning, or during the night time, the 
track of carriages that are gone, or that are returning 
from the opera ; and Piedro was one night at this work, 
when the horses of a nobleman's carriage took fright at 
the sudden blaze of some fire- works. The carriage was 
overturned near . him ;— a lady was taken out of it, and 
was hurried by her attendants into a shop, where she 
stayed till her carriage was set to rights. She was too 
much alarmed for the first ten minutes after her acci- 
dent; to think of any thing ; but, after some time, she 
perceived that she nad lost a valuable diamond cross, 
which she had worn that night at thd opera :— she was 
uncertain where she had dropped it ; the shop, the car* 
riage, the, street, were searched for it in vain. Piedro 
saw ifcfall as the lady was lifted out of the carriage, 
seized upon it, and carried it off. Ignorant as he was of 
the full value of what he had stolen, he knew not how 
to satisfy himself as to this point, without trusting some 
one with the secret. After some hesitation, he determin- 
ed to apply to a Jew, who, as it was whispered, was 
ready to buy every thing that was offered to him for 
sale, without making any troublesome inquiries. It was 
late ; he waited till the streets were cleared, and then 
knocked softly at the back door of the Jew's house. 
The person who opened the door for Piedro was his owa 
father, — Piedro started back, but his father had fast hold 
of him. * What brings you here r* said the father, in a 
low voice, which expressed fear and rage mixed. * By 
St. Nicholas, only to ask mjr way, my shortest way,' 
stammered Piedro. * No equivocations ! — Tell me what 
brings you here at this time of night ? — I vriU know.'-- 
Piedro, who felt himself in his father's grasp, and who 
knew, that his father would certainly search him, to 
find out what he had brought to sell, thought it most 
prudent to produce the diamond cross. His father 
could but just see its lustre by the light of a dim lamp, 
which hung over their heads in the gloomy passage m 
which they stood. ' You would have been duped if you 
vol. n r u 
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had gone to sell this to the Jew; It is well it has fallen 
into my hands. — How came you by it?' Piedro answer- 
ed that he had found it in the street *Goyourwayshome, 
then/ said his father ; * it is safe with me, concern your- 
self no more about it/ 

Piedro was not inclined thus to relinquish his booty, 
and he now thought proper, to vary in his account of 
the manner, in which he found the cross. He now con- 
fessed, that it had dropped from the dress of a lady, 
whose carriage was overturned as she was coming home 
from the opera; and he concluded by saying, that if his 
father took his prize from him, without giving him his 
share of the profits, he would go directly to the shop, 
where the lady stopped whilst her servants were nos- 
ing the carriage, and that he would give notice of his 
having found the cross. Piedro's father saw, that his 
smart son, though scarcely sixteen years of age, was a 
match for him in villainy. He promised him, $at he 
should have half of whatever the Jew would give for the 
diamonds, and Piedro insisted upon being present at the 
transaction. We do not wish tp lay open to our young 
readers scenes of iniquity ; it is sufficient to say, that the 
Jew, who was a man old in all the arts of villainy, contriv- 
ed to cheat both his associates, and obtained the diamond 
cross for less than half its value. The matter was ma- 
naged so, that the transaction remained undiscovered ; 
the lady who lost the cross, after making fruitless in* 
quiries, gave up the search, and Piedro and his hither 
rejoiced in the success of their manoeuvres. It is said, 
that • HI gotten wealth is quickly spent,'* and so it prov- 
ed in this instance ; both father and son lived a riotous 
life, as long as their money Lasted, and it did not last 
many months.— What his bad education began, bad 
company finished, and Piedro's mind was completely 
mined by the associates, with whom he became connect- 
ed, during what he called his flrotficrity. When his 
money was at an end, these unprincipled friends began 
to look cold upon him, and at last plainly told him—* If 
you mean toirve xvith U9 % you must hue as we do* 

* V ieo prfcsto eonsumato 1* ingiuatamente aoquitUta 
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They lived by robbery— Piedro though familiarised to 
the idea of fraud, was shocked at the thought of becom- 
ing a robber by profession. How difficult it is to stop in 
the career of vice! 

Whether Piedro had power to stop, or whether he 
was hurried on by his associates, we shall, for the pre* 
sent, leave in doubt. 



d by Google 
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CHAPTER IV. 



We turn with pleasure from Piedro the Cunning, to 
Francisco the Honest. Francisco continued the happy 
and useful course of his lite; by his unremitting perse- 
verance, he improved himself rapidly under the instruc- 
tions of his master and friend signor Camillo— His 
friend, we say* for the fair and open character of Fran- 
cteco won, or rather earned, the friendship of this be- 
nevolent artist. The English gentleman seemed to take 
a pride in our hero's success and good conduct ; he was 
not one of those patrons* who think that they have done 
enough, when they have given five guineas. His ser- 
vant, Arthur, always considered every generous action 
of his master's as his own, and was particularly pleas- 
ed whenever this generosity was directed towards Fran- 
cisco. As for Carlo, and the little Rosetta', they were 
the companions of all the pleasant walks, which Fran- 
cisco used to take in the cool of the evening, after he 
had been shut up all day at his work. And the old car- 
penter, delighted with the gratitude of his pupil, fre- 
quently repeated — ' That he was proud to have given 
the first instructions to such a genius, and that he had 
always prophesied Francisco would be a great man.'— 
- And a good man, papa,' said Rosetta ; * lor though he 
has grown so great, and though he goes into palaces now, 
to say nothing of that place under ground, where he has 
leave to go, yet, notwithstanding all this, he never for- 
gets my brother Carlo, and you.' * That's the way to 
have good friends,* said the carpenter^— * And I like. his. 
way ; he does more than he says; Facts are masculine, 
ana words are feminine.'* 

• I fatu* aono maschii, le parolefciauie % 

u 2 
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These good friends seemed to make Francisco happier 
than Piedro could be made by his stolen diamonds. 

One morning Francisco was sent to finish a sketch' of 
the front of an ancient temple, amongst the ruins of Her- 
calaneum ; he had just reached the pit, and the men 
were about to let him down with cords, in the usual man- 
ner, when his attention was caught by the shrill sound of 
a scolding woman's voice. He looked, and saw at some 
paces distant this female fury, who stood guarding the 
windlass of a well, to which, wijth threatening gestures, 
and most voluble menaces she forbade aH access. The 
peasants— men, women, and children, who had come 
wkh their pitchers to draw water at this well, were held 
at bay by the enraged female ; not one dared to be the 
first to advance ; whilst she grasped with one hand the 
handle of the windlass, and, with the other tanned mus- 
aalar arm extended, governed the populace, bidding 
them remember, that she was Padrona, or mistress of 
the well; They retired in hopes of finding a more gen- 
tle Padrona at some other well in the neighbourhoood ; 
and the fury, when they were out of sight, divided the 
long black hair, which hung over her face, and, turning 
to some of the spectators, appealed to them in a sober 
voice, and asked if she was not right in what she had 
done?—* I, that am Padrona of the well,' said she, ad- 
dressing herself to Francisco, who, with great attention, 
was contemplating her wkh the eye of a painter—* J, 
that am Padrona of the well, must, in times of scarcity; 
do strict justice, and preserve for ourselves alone the 
water of our well— there is scarcely enough even for our- 
selves. I have been obliged to make my husband 
lengthen the ropes every day for this week past ; if things 
go on at this rate, there will soon be not one drop of wa- 
ter left in my well.'— « Nor in any of the wells in the 
neighbourhood, 9 added one of the workmen who was 
standing by; and he mentioned several in which the 
water had lately suddenly decreased ; and a miller af- 
firmed, that his mfll had stopped for want of water. 
Francisco was struck by these remarks ; they brought 
to his recollection similar facts, which he had often heard 
his fiuher men*** hi his childhood, as fcavipg been o%~ 
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served previous to the last eruption of mount Vesuvius.* 
He had also heard from his father, in his childhood, that 
it is better to trust to prudence, than to fortune ; and, 
therefore, though the peasants and workmen, to whom 
he mentioned his fears, laughed, and said-—' That as the 
burning mountain had been favourable to them for 89 
many years, they would trust to it and Sti Januarius one 
day longer. 9 Yet Francisco immediately {gave up all 
thoughts of spending this day amidst the rums of Her~ 
eulaneura. After having inquired sufficiently, after hat- 
ing seen several wells, in which the water had evidently 
decreased, and after having seen the mill wheels that 
were standing still for the want of their usual supply* 
he hastened home to his father and mother, reported 
what he had heard and seen, and begged of them to re- 
move, and to take what things of value they eouid to 
some distance from the dangerous snot where they now 
resided.— Some of the inhabitants of Resina, whom he 
questioned, declared that they had heard strange rum- 
bling noises under ground, and a peasant and his son, who 
had been at work the preceding day in a vineyard, a 
little above the village, related, that they had seen a sud- 
den puff of smoke come out of the earth, close to them, 
and that they had, at the same time, heard a noise hke 
the going off of a pistol, f The villagers Mstened with 
large eyes, and open ears, to these relations, yet such 
-Wiis their habitual attachment to the spot they lived upon, 
or such their security in their own good fortune, that, 
few of them would believe, that there could be any no* 
cessfty for removing.— 4 We'll see what will happen to- 
mon "ow; we shall be safe here one day longer/ said they. 
Francisco's father and mother, more prudent than the 
genenttity of their neighbours, went to the house of a 
relation, at some miles distance from Vesuvius, and car- 
ried w.fth them all their effects. In the mean time, 
Francisco went to the villa where his English friends 
redded; this villa was in a most dangerous situation, 

* Phil. Trans, vol. Jk. . 

-t The* faeti are mentioned in Sir vVfflSam 8aimfton*9 ac- 
count of th< * late eruption of Mount YeauviwM-See Phil. Trass, 
iro, lit ma et 
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hear Torre del Greco, a town that stands at the foot of 
mount Vesuvius. He related all the tacts that he had 
heard to Arthur, who not having been, like the inhabit- 
ants of Resina, familiarized to the idea of living in the 
vicinity of a burning mountain, and habituated to trust 
in St. lanuarius, was sufficiently alarmed by Francisco's 
rep r e se ntations; he ran to his master's apartment, and 
communicated all that he had just heard. The count de 
F— and his lady, who were at this time m the house, 
ridiculed the fears of Arthur, and could not be prevailed 
upon to remove, even as far as Naples. The lady was 
intent upon preparations for her birth-day, which was 
to be celebrated in a few days with great magnificence, 
at their villa ; and she observed, that it would be a pity 
to return to town before that day, as they had every 
thing arranged for the festival. — The prudent English- 
man had not the gallantry to appear to be convinced by 
these arguments, and he left this place of danger. — He 
left it not too soon, for the next morning exhibited a 
scene— a scene which we shall not attempt to describe. 
We refer our young readers to the account Sir William 
•Hamilton has published* of the last dreadful eruption of 
mount Vesuvius. It is sufficient here to say, that in the 
space of about five hours, the wretched inhabitants of 
Torre del Greco saw their town utterly destroyed by 
the streams of burning lava, which poured from the 
mountain. The villa of Count de F— , with some o- 
thersy which were at a little distance from the town, 
•escaped; but they were absolutely surrounded by the 
lava.— The count and countess were obliged to fly from 
their house with the utmost precipitation in the night 
time, and they had not time to remove any of their fur- 
niture, their plate, clothes, or jewels. A few days after 
the eruption, the surface of the lava became 'Jo cool, 
that people could walk upon it, though .several feet 
beneath the surface it was still exceedingly hot ; num- 
bers of those, who had been forced from their houses, 
now returned to the ruins to-try to save whatever they 
could ; but those unfortunate persons frequently round 
. their houses had been pillaged by robbers, who, in these 

* Philosophical Transactions. 
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moments of general confusion, enriched themselves with 
the spoils of their fellow creatures. 

* Has the count abandoned his villa ? And is there no 
one to take care of his plate and furniture ? — The house 
will certainly be ransacked before morning/ said the old 
carpenter to Francisco, who was at his house, giving 
him an account of their flight. Francisco immediately 
went to the count's house in Naples, to warn him of his 
danger. — The first person he saw was Arthur, who, 
with a face of terror said to him-—' Do you know what 
has happened? It is all over with Resina!' l All over 
with Resina! What, has there been a fresh eruption? 
Has the lava reached Resina ? * No;— but it will inevi- 
tably be blown up. There,* said Arthur, pointing to a 
thin figure of an Italian, who stood pale and trembling, 
and looking up to heaven, as he crossed himself repeat- 
edly — ' There,* said Arthur, ' is a man, who has left a 
parcel of his cursed rockets and fire-works, with I don't 
know how much gunpowder, in the count's house, from 
which we have just fled ; the wind blows that way ; one 
spark of fire and the whole is blown up.' Francisco 
waited not to hear more, but instantly, without explain- 
ing his intentions to any one, set out for the count's villa, 
and, with a bucket of water in his hand, crossed the 
beds of lava, with which the house was encompassed, 
reached the hall where the rockets and gunpowder 
were left, plunged them into the water, and returned 
with them in safety over the lava, yet warm under his 
feet. What was the surprise and joy of the poor fire- 
work maker, when he saw Francisco return from this 
dangerous expedition ; he could scarcely believe his eyes, 
when he saw the rockets and the gunpowder all safe. 

. The count, who had given up the hopes of saving his 
palace, was in admiration when he heard of this instance 
of intrepidity, which probably saved not only his villa, 
but the whole village of Resina, from destruction* 
These fire-works had been prepared for the celebration 
. of the countess's birth-day, and were forgotten in the 
¥ hurry of the night, on which the inhabitants fled from 
*Torre del Greco. 

* Brave young man,' said the count to Francisco, * I 
thank you, and shall not limit my gratitude to thanks.-** 
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You tell me, that there is danger of my villa's being pil- 
laged by robbers ; it is from this moment your interest as 
well as mine, to prevent their depredations ; for a por- 
tion, trust to my liberality, of all that is saved of mine 
shall be yours/ 

* Bravo! Bravissimo!' exclaimed one who started 
from a recessed window in the hall where all this passed : 
— * Bravo J Bravissimo!'— Francisco thought he knew 
the voice and the countenance of this man, who exclaim- 
ed with so much enthusiasm ; he remembered to have 
seen him before, but when, or where* he could not re- 
collect. As soon as the count left the hall, the stranger 
came up tfi Francisco—' Is it possible,' said he, * that 
you don*t know me? It is scarcelya twelvemonth since 
I drew tears from your eyes.'— * Tears from my eyes,' 
repeated Francisco, smiling, * I have shed but few tears. 
—I have had but few misfortunes in my life/ The 
stranger answered him by two extempore Italian lines; 
which conveyed nearly the same idea that has been » 
well expressed by an English poet : 

* To each hit suffering?— all are men, 
' Condemned alike to groan ; 
c The feeling for another's woet, 
' Th' unfeeling for hit own.' 

* I know you now perfectly well/ cried Francisco; 
* You are the Improvvisatore, who, one fine moon- light 
night, last summer, told us the story of Cornaro the 
Turk/ * The same/ said the Improvvisatore.—' TTie 
same, though in a better dress, which I should not haft 
thought would have made so much difference in 
eyes, though it makes all the difference between 
and man in the eyes of the stupid vulgar. My ~ 
has broken through the clouds of misfortune 
a few happy impromptu verses I made on the < 
de F — 's fell from his hone attracted attention, 
count patronizes me— I am here now to learn the 1 
an ode I have just composed for his lady's birth-i 
my ode was to have been set to music, and to have ) 
performed at his villa near Torre del Greco, if t 
troubles had not intervened. Now, that the mound 
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^quiet again, people will return to their senses ; I ex- 
pect to be munificently rewarded. But, perhaps, I de- 
™ you. Go, J shall not forget to celebrate the heroic 
action you have performed this day. I still amuse my- 
self amongst the populace in my tattered garb late in 
the evenings, and I shall sound your praises through 
Naples in a poem I mean to recite on the late eruption 
of mount Vesuvius. — Adieu. 

The Improvvisatore was as good as his word ; that 
evening, with more than his usual enthusiasm, he recit- 
al his verses to a great crowd of people in one of the 
public squares. Amongst the crowd were several, to 
whom the name of Francisco was well known, and by 
.whom he was well beloved. These were lus young 
companions, who remembered him as a fruit-seller a- 
toongst the little merchants. They rejoiced to hear his 
praises, and repeated the lines with shouts of applause. 
| Let us pass.— -What is all this disturbance in the streets/ 
jjaid a man, pushing his way through die crowd— a lad 
pvho held by his arm, stopped suddenly on hearing the 
name of Francisco, which the people were repeating 
with so much enthusiasm. * Ha ! I nave found at last a 
*tory, that interests you more than that of Cornaro the 
Turk,* cried the Improvvisatore, looking in the face of 
the youth, who had stopped so suddenly. * You are the 
young man, who, last summer, had liked to have tricked 
toe out of my new hat. Promise me you won't touch it 
Jow,' said he, throwing down the hat at his feet, ' or you 
near not one word I have to say-— Not one word of the 
heroic action performed at the villa of the count de F— , 
near Torre del Greco, this morning, by signor Francis- 
co.— « Signor Francisco !' repeated the lad, with disdain; 
'well, let us hear what you have to tell of him,* added 
be.— 4 Your hat is very safe I promise you ; 1 shall not 

ruch it— What of signor Francisco ?' « Signor Francisco 
may, without impropriety, call him,' said the Improv- 
visatore, * for he is likely to become rich enough to com- 
mand the title from those, who might not otherwise re- 
Bpect his merit.' * Likely to become rich! how?' said 
toe lad; whom our readers have probably before this 
time discovered to be Piedro, — * How, pray, is he likely 
to become rich enough to be a signor r * The Count de 
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F— has p ra n k ed him a liberal portion of all the fine 
furniture, plate and jewels, that can be saved from his 
▼ilia at Torre del Greco. Francisco is gone down thi- 
ther now with some of the count's domestics, to protect 
the valuable goods against those villainous plunderers, 
who rob their fellow-creatures of what even the flames 
of Vesuvius would spare.'——* Come, we have had 
enough of this stuff/ cried the man whose arm Piedro 
held,— • Come away,' and he hurried forwards. 

This man was one of the villains, against whom the 
honest orator expressed such indignation. He was one 
of those, with whom Piedro got acquainted during the 
time that he was living extravagantly upon the money he 
gained by the sale of the stolen diamond cross. That 
robbery was not discovered, and his success, as he called 
it, hardened him in guilt ; he was both unwilling and un- 
able to withdraw himself from the bad company, with 
whom his ill-gotten wealth connected him. He ctid not 
consider, that bad company leads to the gallows.* The 
universal confusion, which followed the eruption of Mount 
Vesuvius, was, to these villains, a time of rejoicing. No 
sooner was any wealthy house known to be forsaken by 
the possessors, than it was infested by these robbers. No 
sooner did Piedro's companion hear of the rich furniture, 
plate, See. which the imprudent orator had described as 
belonging to the count de F— 's villa, than he longed to % 
make himself master of the whole. « It is a pity/ said 
Piedro ' that the count has sent Francisco, with his ser- 
vants down to guard it.* 4 And who is this Francisco, of 
whom you seem to stand in such awe ?* * A boy, a young 
lad only of about my own age, but I know him to be stur- 
dily honest'; the servants we might corrupt; but even 
the old proverb of * Angle with a silver hook/t wont 
hold good with him.* * And if he cannot be won with 
fair means, he must be conquered by foul/ said the des- 
perate villain ; * but if we offer him rather more than the 
count has already promised, for his share of the booty, of 
course he will consult at once his safety and his interest.' 

* La malla eoropagnia fe qoeHa cl»e mena huorai ni a la fbrea. 
t Pochar col hamo d'argento. 

Digitized by GoOgle 



TSS LXTTU MIKCHAHTS. 341 

* No,' said Piedro, 'that is not hb nature, I knw ban 
from a child, and we had better think of some other house 
for to-night's business.'-*** None other ; none bat this/ 
cried his companion with an oath.—' My mind is deter- 
mined upon this, and you must obey your leader;— re-, 
collect the fate of him who foiled me yesterday.' The 
parson, to whom he alluded, was one of the gang of rob- 
Sers, who had been assassinated by his companions* for 
hesitating to commit some crime suggested by the leader. 
No tyranny is so dreadful as that, which is exercised by 
'villains over then* young accomplices, who become their 
Slaves. Piedro, who was of a cowardly nature, trem- 
bled at the threatening countenance of his captain, and 
promised submission. In the course of the morning in- 
quiries were made secretly amongst the count's servants ; 
i and the two men, who were engaged to sit up at the vil- 
; la that night along with Francisco, were bribed to second 
the views of this gang of thieves, It was agreed, that 
; about midnight the robbers should be let into the house- 
that Francisco should be tied hand and foot, whilst they 
carried off their booty. * He is a stubborn chap, though 
so young, I understand,' said the captain of the robbers 
to his men : * but we carry poinards, and know how ta 
use them. Piedro you look pale— you don't require to 
be reminded of what I said to you, when we were alone 
just now ^ 

Piedro's voice failed, and some of his comrades observ- 
ed, that he was young and new to the business. The 
Captain, who, from being his pretended friend during his 
wealthy days, had of late become his tyrant, cast a stern 
look at Piedro, and bid him be sure to be at the old Jew's, 
which was the place of meeting, in the dusk of the even- 
ing. After saying this he departed Piedro, when he 
was alone, tried to collect his thoughts— all bis thoughts 
were full of horror. « Where am I ?* said he to himself; 
•what ami about? IHd I understand rightly what he said 
about poinards ?<— Francisco; Oh! Francisco! Excellent, 
kind, generous Francisco ! yes I recollect your look when 
you held the bunch of grapes to my lips, as I sat by the 
sea-shore deserted by all the world ; and now what friends 
have I ? Robbers and—' the word murderer* he could not 
utter; he again recollected what had been said about 

vol. II. x 
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poinards, and the longer his mind fixed upon the words* 
and the look that accompanied them, the more he was 
shocked. He could not doubt, but that it was the aerioos* 
intention of his accomplices to murder Francisco, if he 
should make any resistance. Piedro had at this moment 
no friend in the world, to whom he could apply for ad- 
vice or assistance— -his wretched father died some weeks 
before this time m a fit of intoxication. Piedro walked 
up and down the street, scarcely capable of thinking, 
much less of coming to any rational resolution— the hours 
passed away, the shadows of the houses lengthened under 
his footsteps ; the evening came on, and when it grew 
dusk, after hesitating in great agony of mind for some 
time, his fear of the robber's vengeance prevailed over 
every other feeling, and he went at the appointed hoar 
to the place of meeting. The place of meeting was at the 
house of that Jew, towhom he, several months before, sold 
the diamond cross— that cross, which he thought himself 
- so lucky to have stolen, and tohave disposed of undetected, 
was, in feet, the cause of his being in his present dread- 
mi situation. It was at the Jew's that he connected him- 
self with this gang of robbers, to whom he was now be' 
come an absolute slave. * Oh that I dared to disobey !* 
said he to himself with a deep sigh, as he knocked softly 
at the back door of the Jew's house. The back door 
opened into a narrow unfrequented street, and some small 
rooms *at this side of the house were set apart for the 
reception of guests, who desired to have their business 
kept secret. These rooms were separated by a dark 
passage from the rest of the house, and numbers of peo- 
ple came to the shop in the front of the house, which look- 
ed into a creditable street, without knowing any thug 
more from the ostensible appearance of the shop, thai 
that it was a kind of pawnbroker's, where old clothes, 
old iron, and all sorts of refuse goods, might be dispose! 
of conveniently. At the moment Piedro knocked at 
back door die front shop was full of customers, and 
Jew's boy, whose office it was to attend to these sign 
let Piedro m, told him that none of his comrades w< 
yet come, and left him in a room by himself. He v 
pale and trembling, and felt a cold dew spread over hjj 
—he had a leaden image of Saint Januarius tied round 
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neck, which in the midst of his wickedness, hesopersti- 
tiously preserved as a sort of charm ; and on this he kept 
Ins eyes stupidly fixed, as he sat alone in this gloomy 
place. He listened, from time to time, but he heard no 
noise at the side of the house where he was. His accom- 
plices did not arrive, and, in a sort of impatient terror, 
the attendant upon an evil conscience, he thing open the 
door of his ceH, and groped his way through the dark 
passage which he knew led to the public shop—he long- 
ed to hear some noise, and to mix with the living. The 
Jew, when Piedro entered the shop, was bargaining wkh 
a poor thin looking maa about some gunpowder. 

* I don't deny that it has been wet,' said the man ; * but 
since it was in the bucket of water it has been carefully 
dried. I tell you the simple truth— so soon after the grand 
eruption of Mount Vesuvius the people of Naples will 
not taste fire-* works. My boot little rockets, and even 
my Catharine's- wheel will nave no effect— I am glad to 
part with all I have in this line of business. A few days 
ago I had fine things in readiness for the Countess de F.'s 
birth-day, which was to have been celebrated at the 
Count's Villa,' * Why do you fix your eyes on me, friend? 
"What is your discourse to me r* said Piedro, who imagin- 
ed that the man fixed his eves upon him as he mentioned 
the name of the Count's Villa. * I did not know that I 
fixed my eyes upon you, I was thinking of my fire- works,' 
said the poor man simply. * But now that I do look at 
you, and hear your voice, 1 recollect having had the plea- 
sure of seeing you before.' * When? where ?' said Pie* 
dro. * A great while ago, no wonder you have forgotten 
me,' said the man ; *but I can recal the night to your 
recollection— you were in the street with me the night I 
let off that unlucky rocket, which frightened the horses, 
and was the cause of overturning a lady's coach. Don't 
you remember the circumstance ?' * I have a confosed 
recollection of some such thing,' said Piedro, in great 
embarrassment, and he looked suspiciously at this man, 
in doubt whether he was cunning and wanted to sound 
him, or whether he was so simple as he appeared. 'Yon 
did not perhaps hear then,' continued the man, ' that 
there was a great search made, after the overturn, for a 
fine diamond cross, belonging to the lady in the carriage 
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:lady, though I did aot know it till lately, waatte 
Countess de F.' 4 1 know nothing of the matter/ inter- 
rupted Piedro, in great agitation. His confusion was so 
narked, that the fire- work maker could not avoid taking 
notice of R» and a silence of some moments ensued. The 
Jew more practised in dissimulation than Piedro, endea- 
voured to turn the man's attention back to his rockets 
and his gunpowder— agreed to take the gunpowder— paid 
for it in haste, and was, though apparently unconcerned, 
eager to get rid of him. But this was not so easily done; 
the man's curiosity was excited, and his suspicions of 
Piedro were increased every moment by all the dark 
changes of his countenance. Piedro, overpowered with 
the sense of guilt, surprised at the unexpected mention 
of the diamond cross, and of the Count de F.'s villa, stood 
like one convicted, and seemed fixed to the spot, without 
power of motion. • I want tolook at the old cambric that 
you said you had—that would do for making*— that yon 
oould let me have cheap, for artificial flowers/ said the 
fire- work maker to the Jew ; and as he spoke, his eye 
from time to time looked towards Piedro. Piedro felt tor 
the leaden image of the Saint, which he wore round bis 
neck ; the string which held it cracked, and broke with 
the pull he gave it. This slight circumstance affected 
his terrified and superstitious mind more than all the rest 
He imagined, that at this moment his fate was decided; 
mat Saint Januarius deserted him, and that he was undone 
He precipitately followed the poor fire- work man the 
instant he left the shop, and sensing hold of his arm, whis- 
pered, * I must speak to you.' ' Speak then/ said the 
man, astonished. * Not here, this way,' said he, draw- 
ing him towards the dark passage; * what I have to say 
must not be overheawd. You are going to the Count de 
F.'s are not you ?' * I am,' said the man. He was going 
there to speak to the Countess about some artificial Bow- 
el's, but Piedro thought he was a going to speak to her 
about the diamond cross. * You are going to give infor- 
mation against me? Nay, hear me, I confess, that I pur- 
loined that diamond cross ; but I can do the Count a great 
service, upon condition that he pardons me. His villa is 
to be attacked this night by four well armed men; they 
wfll set out five hours hence; I am compelled, under the 
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threat of assassination* to accom pany th em-Hfant I shall 
do no more. I throw myself upon the Count's mercy. 
Hasten to hirn^we have no time to4ose,* The poor 
man who heard this confession, escaped from Piedro the 
moment he loosed his arm. With all possible expedition 
lie ran to the Count's palace in Naplesjand related to him 
all that had been said by Piedro. Some of the Count's 
servants, on whom he could most depend* were at a dis- 
tant part of the city 'attending their mis&ess ; but the 
English gentleman offered Hie services of hi& man Ar- 
thur. Arthur no sooner heard the business, and under- 
stood that Francisco was in danger, than he armed himself 
without saying* one word, saddled his English horse, and 
was ready to depart before any one else had finished their 
exclamations and- conjectures. * But we are not to set 
out yet, it is but tour miles to Torre del Greco.; the sbirri 
(officers of justice) are summoned— they are to go with 
us~-we must wait for them.' They waited, much against 
Arthur's inclination, a considerable time for these sbirri. 
At length they set out, and, just as they reached the villa, 
the flash of a pistol wasseen from one of the apartments 
in the house. The robbers' were there—this pistol was 
snapped by their captain at poor Francisco, who had 
bravely asserted, that he would, as long as he had life, 
defend the property committed to his care. The pistol 
missed fire— for it was charged with some of the damag- 
ed powder which the Jew had bought that evening from 
the fire-work maker, and which he had sold as -excellent 
immediately afterwards to his favourite customers, the 
robbers, who met at his house. Arthur, as soon as he 
perceived the flash of the piece, pressed forward through 
all the apartments, followed by the Count's servants and 
the officers of justice ; at the appearance, the sudden ap- 
pearance of so many armed men, the: robbers stood dis- 
mayed. Arthur eagerly shook Francisco's hand, con- 
gratulating him upon his safety, and did not perceive, till 
he had given him several rough friendly shakes, that his 
arm' was wounded, and that he was pate with the loss of 
blood. • It is not much, only a slight wound,' said Fran- 
cisco; * one that I should have escaped, if I had been upon 
my guard, but the sight of a fece I little expected to sec 
in such company took from me all presence of mind; 
x 2 ' 
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and one of the raffing stabbed mo here in the arm, whjfct 
I stood In stupid astanWiment.' 

'Oh! take me to prison! take me to praon~*I*m 
weary of life— I an a wretch hot fit to tire,' cried Pis- 
dro, bxddmg fan hands to be tied by the sbirfi. 

He was taken to prison the next .north)*;; and an be 
passed through the streets of Naples, he was met by 
several of those who had known him when he was a cbMdV 
4 'Aye,' said they, as h* went by, * nil father encouraged 
him in cheating when he waefetfn cAtfrfj and sen what 
he has come to, now he is a man." He was ordered to 
remain twdveaiontftsra solitary confiaemeiit. Hiscap* 
tamandhisaccompUcesweRseMtotiiegallksyaBd^e 
Jew was banished from Naples. And now y having got- 
ten these villains oat of our way, let us return to honest 
Francisco. His wound was soon healed. Arthur was ns 
had surgeon, for he let hfe patient get well an faet as he 
pleased; andCarioandRosetmimmedhimwithsonMich 
Madness, that he was almost sorry to find hina etf perfect - 
ly recovered. * Now that you aro able to go out/ said 
FrnciBCo'siather to nan, 4 you must come and look at 




Vesuvios; and can von guess how I came by it ?-**& was 
given to me for having a good son.' ' Yes,' cried Casio, 
r the inhabitants of Retina, and several who had property 
near Torre del Greco, and whose houses and fives were 
saved by your intrepidity in carrying the materials for the 
fire-works and the gunpowder out of thisdangeroas place, 
went in a body to the dufee, and requested that he would 
mention your name and these facts to the king, who, 
amongst the grants he has made to the sufferers by the 
late eruption of Mount Vesuvius, has been pleased to say, 
that he gives this house and garden to your father, be- 
cause you have saved the property and lives of many of 
his subjects. 9 

The value of a handsome portion of the furniture, plate, 
dec. in the Count de F/s Vffla, was, according & the 
Count'spromfce, given to him ; aiidthknsoney he divid- 
ed between his own family and that of the gjuwcKsppa- 



THE LITTLE 

<** accept of an? present from lana. To Mr. 
the English gentleman, he offend one of 1 



mgs— a fruit piece. ' I hlte this vot well/ said Aitfaar, 
as be examined the drawing, «bnt I shooUhax tine me- 
lon better if it was a Bttfebfoised. It know three yean 
ago since I was going to boy that braised melon ten yon; 
you shewed me your honest natare then, though yon 
were bataboy,amlIhavefbnimyoathes 
—A good beginning makes a i — a ^ 



wfll make an honest man, and honesty is the best policy, 
i as yon have proved to all who wanted the proof, I hope.' 
*YeV added Framasco's father, ^ think it b pretty plain, 
that Piedro the cunning has not managed qmta so well as 
[Francisco the honest/ 
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